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Editor’s Note     
—

 
My journey with the Helix started four years ago, when I first had the 

courage to join the organization’s general staff. Since then, I’ve seen this mag-
azine continue to grow into something truly special—a creative and collabo-
rative work between students, faculty, writers, and visual artists. I am beyond 
grateful for the opportunity this magazine has given me to better myself, my 
intuition, and my craft. But to call it my own would be false, as every mind 
had to be put together for this Helix to be what you hold in your hands today. 
I would like to give sincere thanks to Tom Hazuka for his wisdom as advisor, to 
Sue Sweeney and her supportive staff for their advocacy, to Mary Collins and 
Jotham Burrello for having an active role in supporting the Helix, to the rest of 
the professors in the English department for sharing the knowledge I needed to 
succeed in my role, and to my fellow Helices for their time and commitment. 
Finally, to everyone who has submitted his or her work for publication—thank 
you. Each piece has earned its place on these pages because of your trials and 
triumphs.

VICTORIA-LYNN BELL
Editor in Chief
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Gambling Man’s Hat
RYAN CURCIO

—

Gift shop visor slumps in solitude
on a dresser drawer. A booze fueled purchase
picked from the rack with irony attached to the tag. 
Remnant, neon-blue light stored 
from all energy draining Vegas casinos
   
still lingers on this dust-laden cap.
A slew of recalls flood the head that the
hat once sat upon. I saw much 
from beneath my topless, neon-blue awning. 
Have you ever felt alone in a room crammed with talkers?

Dinging bells and blinking lights yielded 
orchards of silver into the hands of greedy gropers.
A Palace Bridge featured homeless
beggars who marched much terra to meet the dealer 
of scars in Sin City. Hypocrisy unveiled in the form 

of inside spenders and disdain 
for outstretched fingers.
The hat, with its cheap cardboard
insert, still refuses to unhinge the stench 
of a smoke-stick onslaught.

Hat in hand, mine still secure
around my hairline, a worn drifter vamped  
a tale of despair into my facial flesh and bones.
The hat scooped the sound up
like a sonar dish.  

He was possessed by a thirst for more bills 
to feed a heartless machine, the same one
that vacuumed out his pockets and left him 
in the crosshairs of antipathy. The void
widens across this strip of crushed souls.

14
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Notes from the Living Perished
RYAN CURCIO

—

Brief respite atop my porcelain throne, 
I’m king of the degenerates.
Return to the clang and clatter of dropped
and raised hydraulic scorpion pincers.

Bend, lift, place, ride.

Shrill clarion cries form a sonorous
and imposing orchestra, like free jazz sped up
on feedback rewind. Complacent faces 
from the crypt hook ‘round the borders 

of the dimly reflected, slippery concrete surface.
The assassin who wields his clipboard dagger
approaches with a fistful of digits, latent 
heat rising from his crew-cut demands.

Bend, lift, place, ride.  

The drone of heartsick factory ballads
throbs gently within a clocked space-age craft
that delivers you into an ammonia-laced atmosphere.
When the garbled mash-up of horns 

and grunts from grime covered case grippers
halts, it’s time to shuffle toward and bust
open the bulwark which reveals a blinding
incandescent freedom, but Crew Cut bellows

“Enjoy your hours until the digital clock
urges you to return to the killing floor.”

Bend, lift, place, ride. 
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Little Wonders Project I & II
JES TREJO

—

Film Photography



17

Little Wonders Project III & VI
JES TREJO

—

Film Photography
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The Demented Dance
RYAN CURCIO

—

Floral patterns in crisscrossed lines, externalized
where misshapen boulders crush impious still sitters.

Locked to the earthly dew resembling crystalline spheres
forming a massive network attack, sprawling
across the driest ramps of sands in Gobi mirages.
Gaia screeches in resistance, but retreats to slumber inside herself.

Each fleshy figure of civilizations, near and destroyed,
lines up to loop back to the beginning of time.
Unzip the void. History unfolds at breakneck speeds
where the archaic and civilized are marked by a schism,

a translucent line, unseen in the Gobi mirage. 
Zip the void back up.
Spaghetti strainer wormholes and tearing your hair 
out in the midst of chaotic splendor.

Ring twice for sanity:
the bell is broken and the demented dance commences.
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Orange and White
MEGAN DISCH

—

Acryl ic
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Good Fryday
KATHRYN FITZPATRICK

—

People curled along the side of Florida State Prison like an amoeba. 
Children plucked dandelions and crabgrass from the brush, singing, “Fryday! 
Fryday!” until the elders of the group told them to sit down and shut up. 
Young women pressed their heads to the chain-link barrier, desperately 
listening for a hiss of electricity from behind the wall. 

It was a hot day. Even though it was January, the air hung heavy like velvet 
curtains in a theater. The naked landscape was unforgiving, except for strips of 
shade cast by telephone poles here and there. 

Mothers and daughters made signs and t-shirts in advance, plastering 
them with slogans like “Burn, Bundy, Burn!” or “Tuesday is Fryday!” Sun-
toasted men let their bellies spill over their cut-off jeans while they cooked 
brats on portable grills and wiped the sweat from their faces with the cool 
condensation of Coors Light bottles. 

Judi McIntyre attended the execution to photograph people as they 
dipped into their icebox cakes. For three dollars, Judi would snap pictures 
of the attendees. It was 1989, and Ted Bundy’s execution was to be the most 
talked about tailgating function of the decade. A Polaroid memento was a hot 
commodity, and as the afternoon wore on, Judi had earned close to a hundred 
dollars. 

Judi was saving up to go to film school. She wanted to make horror films. 
She liked the suspense, the way her heart would plummet to her feet with the 
rapid whining of violins. Judi had grown up in the area, in a suburb outside 
of Jacksonville, and found her surroundings so bland it was like living inside a 
bowl of Cream of Wheat. She made her mother and stepdad aware of this on a 
regular basis. 

When Ted Bundy’s death was scheduled at the local prison, Judi felt like 
she had been catapulted somewhere far away and exciting. An alternate world 
where danger hid around the woodshed out back and every street corner 
held the possibility of a violent death. She pictured herself inside televisions 
nationwide. With her long, dark hair parted straight down the middle, the 
Channel 6 interview team would jump at the chance to ask her about her 
uncanny resemblance to Mr. Bundy’s preferred victim archetype. 

“Are you at all worried about a copycat incident? You could be next,” the 
news girl would say. 

“Well, I like to take risks.” Judi would flash a sly smile across her face 
and flip her hair, and teenage boys from Maine to Montana would be unable 
to control themselves in the midst of her feminine wiles. She’d get calls from 
across the nation, young men asking her to go with them to the new roller rink 
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that just opened up in the city. Of course, she’d turn them down. She would be 
a cold-blooded, drop-dead vamp someday, she thought. Famous and beautiful 
and mean. 

A fat woman with curly hair tapped Judi on the shoulder. “Can you get a 
picture of my daughters?” 

“Sure, that’ll be three dollars.” 
The two girls were wearing pink “Bundy Be Gone” shirts that grazed the 

tops of their ankles. Their mother shuffled them to the fence surrounding the 
prison, licking her thumb and rubbing it against their dirty cheeks. 

“Say Fryday!” said the woman. 
The girls smiled and their mother handed Judi three dollars. “The bastard 

deserves all the pain in the world,” said the woman. 
“Pretty interesting stuff though, don’t you think? Exciting, in a way.” 
The woman squinted and gave Judi a look and left with her girls. Judi 

slipped the money in with the rest of her earnings and wandered the crowd, 
dragging her white sneakers along the patchy terrain as she went. 

“You’re gonna get your shoes all dirty.” 
Judi looked up. A boy she thought she recognized from school was 

standing in front of her. 
“Oh, yeah, I guess I am.” Judi laughed. She had a laugh rehearsed for 

when cute boys talked to her, but it didn’t come off as natural in the moment 
as it did in her bedroom. 

“Could I get a picture?” 
“Uh, yeah. It’s three dollars.” 
“What about I take you out for croissants instead?” 
Judi’s heart jumped. Croissants, how fancy! With his slumping jeans 

and sunken cheeks, his rumpled shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the 
corner of a tattoo on his chest, he looked like he might be an art student. Judi 
wondered if he liked films as much as she did. She packed her camera away and 
they walked to his truck together. 

“So, do you partake in any film viewing?” Judi asked. She watched herself 
in his rearview mirror, checking her lips and her teeth and the four freckles on 
her neck to make sure she was forming her words in a way that didn’t seem 
stupid or too contrived or too planned out. Her palms were sweating. 

“What, like, movies? Yeah, I watch movies.” The boy slung his arm out the 
window. “I’m Matt, by the way.” 

“Judi.” She stared at her lap and rubbed her hand against her neck. Films! 
What a pretentious thing to say. She looked out the window and watched the 
bleak landscape roll by like a set in a silent movie. 

“So, Judi, what brought you to the execution gathering? Are you a Bundy 
fan?” 

“Well, I’m not some dumb groupie, if that’s what you mean.” Judi 
worried she might have sounded too aggressive, so she flipped her hair over 
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her shoulder and scoffed in a way that was sassy, but not too sassy as to be off-
putting to the boy beside her. 

Matt laughed. “Ha ha, no, not at all! People like that are the worst. He’s 
got like followers, worshippers, even. Kinda crazy stuff, man.” 

“I was actually there trying to earn money. I’m saving up to go to school 
and make movies.” 

“Oh, very cool. Good for you. I never went to college, myself. I need to 
get out there and do things to learn. Use my hands. You dig?” 

Judi looked at him closely. Maybe she didn’t recognize him from school. 
She counted the lines in his forehead, which were deeper than she first 
thought, and watched the crow’s feet stretch around his eyes when he smiled in 
her direction. But she could handle an older man. Maybe he thought she was 
very mature. 

“Yeah, I see that, I mean, maybe school is overrated.” 
“Well, come on now, don’t say that. You seem like a smart girl.” Matt 

adjusted his position and rested his hand on her knee. She felt a burst of 
cold energy run through her. She wondered if that’s what it felt like to get 
electrocuted. She wondered if Ted Bundy’s execution by electric chair had 
already happened. 

“So where’s this croissant place, anyhow?” 
“It’s just a little further now, gotta drive far if you wanna go anywhere 

decent.” 
“Ha ha, right.” Judi hadn’t rehearsed a laugh that nervous. 
The truck turned left onto a dirt road. There weren’t many trees around, 

just a speckling of beige rocks and tall grasses. Weeds lined the road and fanned 
out at the top. Judi thought they looked like hands, waving goodbye as the 
vehicle moved closer and closer to somewhere far away. She gulped. 

“So, like, where are we actually going?” Judi tried to be cool and 
nonchalant and shrugged her shoulders like she thought a trendy, older film 
student might. She sat on her hands to keep them from shaking. 

“Quiet now, we’re almost there.” 
Matt pulled the truck into a field, barren except for a dilapidated barn. 

The barn door hung open and several boards had been ripped from the exterior 
so that it looked like a mouth, frightened and shocked. In the deep purple of 
the setting sun, Judi could see Matt’s hair was reflecting peppery gray. 

“Where are we?” 
“Shut up, just be cool.” 
Judi followed Matt to the barn. As he pushed open the door, the hinges 

hissed and cried, and Judi wanted to scream and run home to her stupid 
suburb and her mom and stupid stepdad. Being a terrible television vixen 
would probably be too much work, and in her mind she promised Jesus that 
if she got out alive she would become a Sunday School teacher, or at least start 
going to the First Baptist with her mom on a regular basis. 
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Matt pulled a string hanging from the ceiling and the barn lit up inside. 
Giant, white cobwebs dangled from the rafters like snot from a child’s nose. 
Shards of glass were missing from the windows, and the shadows cut giant 
triangles like pizza slices against the wall. Judi was hungry. Above the door in 
silver lettering, someone had spray-painted “TUESDAY IS FRYDAY.” 

“I can spot a fellow Bundy fan a mile away,” said Matt. “That middle part? 
The dark hair? I know what you were doing there.” He grabbed her by the arm 
and pulled her to a wooden chest pushed up against the wall. “A couple weeks 
ago, Ted gave a televised interview with an investigator. Have you seen it?” 

Judi shook her head. 
“He gave all these details on where Georgia Hawkins’s skull was buried. 

Do you know who she was?” 
“No.” 
“You’re just another poseur who thinks he’s cute, like the rest of ’em. Bet 

you sent goddamn love letters and everything.” Judi braced herself for a gun or 
a knife or something else deliciously dangerous to be pressed against her throat, 
but Matt kept talking. “This’ll be lost on you, then.” 

He opened the chest. Inside, a sun-bleached human skull. 
“The police searched for weeks. But I found it first.” 
Judi screamed. She wanted to run, but her joints felt like unmolded clay 

beneath her skin. Heavy. Wet. Useless. Matt pulled a loose beam from the floor 
and swung it back. Judi’s vision was littered with black dots. 

 
Judi woke up in the dark with the wet Florida dew on her skin. She 

touched her forehead. A muddy trail of blood had wormed its way down her 
nose, and she wondered if maybe she looked like David Bowie in that one 
photo shoot he did where he had a bolt of red lightning painted on his face. 
She figured she looked pretty edgy, at least, and didn’t wipe it off. 

She tried to get up from the dirty floor, but fell to her knees several times, 
her brain still rattling back and forth in her skull. When she checked her 
pockets, she realized they were flat; her thick wad of ones and her camera and 
her keys were gone. 

“Shit.” 
Judi wanted to cry but figured this might have been a blessing in disguise. 

Film schools would totally have to let her in now that she was a martyr. And 
all the kids at in homeroom would claw at her and ask about the bump on 
her head when she returned to school on Monday, and all the boys would say, 
“Can I kiss it and make it better?” But Judi would bat her eyes, say, “No, I am 
resigned to a life with the Lord now,” and sing praise music on Sundays with 
a cute little gold cross draped around her neck. Although she was sure Jesus 
would forgive a peck or two, under the circumstances. National news agencies 
would contact her and ask for interviews and she would have to say things like, 
“Let me ask my manager if I’m available. Ciao. Kisses.” 
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Judi began walking down the dirt road toward home, thinking of all the 
possibilities of her new life. She kicked a discarded beer can along the way, and 
using the empty, tinny sound as percussion, began singing “Changes” by David 
Bowie to herself. She had forgotten how much she enjoyed that song. 

A van pulled up next to her. The old man driving rolled down the window. 
“Hey little lady, do you need a lift?” 
Jesus was smiling upon her with good fortune, she thought. 
“Gee, thanks, I sort of got abducted just now. But it’s gonna be okay, I 

think.” 
She hopped in the van and explained that she didn’t know where she was 

at the moment, but she lived in a boring suburb outside Jacksonville with her 
totally lame parents. 

The man smiled and nodded and asked, “What happened to your head?” 
“Oh, it’s just a new fashion trend.” Judi flicked her hair off her forehead to 

expose her grotesque accessory. 
As they drove off down the dirt road together, giant drops of rain started 

splatting on the window and thunder shook the earth. Lightning flashed in the 
clouds like a Polaroid camera capturing the sky and Judi marveled at the daring 
world that lay before her. Oh, how electric this new world seemed!
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Lovebirds
CHELSEA GARCIA

—

Ink and Colored Penci l
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Black-Eyed Sunflower
ALYSSA WILLIAMS

—

Digita l  Photography
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Big Brother
ALEXIS AVL AMIS

—

Acryl ic  and Colored Penci l 
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Rush Hour Contrition
CATHERINE WEST

—

We sit, saying nothing, for the steel tube holds our words, arguments, 
shattered beliefs, and deferred dreams. It cradles my resentment, 
deftly conceals your ambition to leave, an entity apart; 
this concrete, chemical city disappeared from memory.

Our faces side-by-side with eyes no longer connecting, 
millimeters separating our space, blurred undefined horizons mark stops, 
a slick measurement of time, lightyears away from honest desires, 
planets removed from sacrifice, a universe beyond simple compromise.

We stroll along on glossy tracks with bright, rust-red spots of decay 
in our twitching journey, reflecting unions of neglect, of pride and 
onyx-tinged grudges, clawing the backs of minds, empty coffee cups, 
waiting in small cubicles and glass surround offices.

Enlivening regrets etched on rumpled bedsheets with
maroon-smeared lipstick on your collar that is not mine. 
Wine-red drops on my lapel, buttons on my blouse undone  
I stumble past our threshold, the one where you carried me years ago, 
where we laughed and loved, when the moon held captive our first night, 
high and mighty. 

I have my fault in this too. 

Other bodies in this space cramped and crumpled together 
sew shut our lips, lock our jaws and on the tube moves firmly 
smoking its way westward, the skyline and us fading beyond vision and fantasy,
inching further down metal lace and wooden beam.

Silently I beseech you for some sign of forgiveness, some bend,
a small touch of your hand, just above my inside palm like you used to do.
But my skin remains cold, and I should not seek something from you.
I am not willing to give first.  
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A Solar Apogee of Indigo Mystics
CATHERINE WEST

—

a kind of freedom lives in yellow and indigo 
a bit of hate remains

in the stickiness of sidewalks
on small brown, slick, freeze-pop fingers

balls of gold glow less and so too inhibitions 
of bare-skinned limbs in mangled jeans 
from long party nights and lusty red lights
living on sweaty cocoa skin 

chalk-stained sidewalks fade, old mascara 
on grey eyes and silver seams

snaps of double-dutch ropes, scurrying gym shoes 
hide and seek where we vanish as ghosts

cotton wraps lie one on top of two on top of three 
enshrine bodies and trap movement 
where humid longing remains entombed 

trills of bells, clicks of computers, squares and grills
easy peace and easier violence 

clustered frames and bunched buildings 
small steel projectiles shattering glass and lives

taken all into some languid equation of existence 
stripped of ballads and romantic words 
 
we stand here waiting for all that is next
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Purity Beat
j4
—

Mixed Media



31

Temporal Lobe
j4
—

Mixed Media
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What Could Go Wrong?
j4
—

Mixed Media
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Youniversal
j4
—

Mixed Media
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The Angry Chase 
AZIZ ALWEHAIB

—

 Rob bent down rigidly—like a senior citizen crouching to pick up the 
morning newspaper—and grabbed his baseball bat, broadly enclosing his hand 
around the spot where his initials were scrawled “R.T” in kid’s handwriting. 
His rage was evident in his gritted teeth and his tightly held gaze as he locked 
his target on the tiny rodent that could probably fit comfortably in the palm of 
his hand. To his dismay, however, the mouse scurried away and sheltered itself 
under the fridge before he even had the chance to take a swing.  

The wretched thing had defeated him once again.
You have won the battle but not the war, he thought as he lay sprawled on 

the dusty carpet.  
Ron just recently moved back with his parents; he lived in the basement 

where it was stuffy and gross. Apparently, they thought it was a great idea 
because it was like “having his own apartment.” He knew that it was just 
a bullshit excuse. The real reason was that his old room now belonged to 
their stupid treadmill. The mere thought of their betrayal never failed to 
incense Ron, ever since he moved into the dingy basement a week ago. On the 
plus side, his seething rage also vitalized him, making him well-prepared in his 
efforts to kill the damn mouse that tormented him.

 
It became somewhat of a pathetic ritual to lie on the dirty floor after 

defeat, but it allowed Ron to recuperate and plan his next attack. I could 
throw knives at it next time or burn it with a flamethrower... maybe boil it 
in water or shoot it with a machine gun, he thought deviously, all while his 
bathrobe struggled to censor his genitalia. Several days had passed since he 
last bathed himself, and his vile odor never failed to remind him whenever 
the stench wafted across his face. That didn’t really bother him; there was no 
point worrying about his physical appearance anyway—he had no job and no 
interest whatsoever in meeting a romantic partner. His days were largely spent 
cooped up in the basement: watching TV, masturbating, and brooding. Lately 
it was mostly the latter that took up his time. He could sit for hours obsessing 
over the incident that led to his expulsion from the university. That fucker blew 
things out of proportion! I barely touched him! As they say, however, there 
are always two sides to every story, and according to Professor Graves’s and 
the students’ testimony, Ron was fortunate enough to escape without criminal 
charges being pressed.  

 
It happened on a Monday morning when Ron was in a particularly 

irascible mood. The weather was awful, and he couldn’t bother to make it to 
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his Philosophy class on time. He would end up regretting it soon after though; 
Professor Graves was a real fucker and would passive-aggressively put you on 
the spot for the rest of class if you were late.  

It wasn’t simply tardiness that had managed to piss off Professor Graves 
that day. Ron barged into class so explosively when he arrived that he ended up 
disrupting the lecture and catching the gaze of all the other fuckers too. 

Professor Graves, being his usual passive aggressive self, imprudently began 
prodding Ron until Ron lost it, and when Ron loses it, well... to his defense, 
they were discussing existentialism when he put his hands around Professor 
Graves’s neck to strangle him. 

Fucker!
Ron settled on the propane torch as his next weapon of choice. It was 

conveniently stashed in a cupboard in the basement where his father kept his 
gardening tools. As of now, it was no longer a matter of just catching it; he was 
humiliated and wanted to torture the little fuck!  

Damn it! Not again!
The laundry machine that rested on an area upstairs right above his bed 

had just been turned on. It had the peculiar effect of causing the lights in the 
basement to switch off intermittently, and leave the room dark. It also made an 
unbearably loud noise which sounded like a myriad of coins banging against 
the metal interior. That stupid bitch! He was without a doubt convinced that 
his mother rejoiced in his displeasure, even with the most trivial things like 
turning on the laundry machine. 

A couple of days ago, she even made a comment about him being 
single which enraged him even more. It’s none of her fucking business! Ron’s 
relationship with his parents was bitter to say the least, he never felt like 
he could meet their high standards, and they never believed he could meet 
them either. Being expelled did the relationship no favors; he was certain it 
confirmed every disappointment they had about him. 

Turning his attention back from the cauldron that was his mind, Ron 
lay on his bed and ignited a small flame with the torch. He waved it at a 
distance close enough to where he could feel the heat against his face. This 
was especially unsafe considering the lights were off, but it did provide him an 
amusing, menacing orange glow in his reflection in the mirror across the bed. 

Then, silence hit him. He paused for a moment in deep thought. This 
betrayed a flash of guilt that quickly vanished. Regardless of the rationality 
of it, Ron’s fixation with murdering this creature was how he coped with 
the berating that so often played in his head. Most of the time, his parents’ 
voices chided him for being so incapable and worthless, and sometimes, even 
Professor Graves’s raspy old voice bullied him for being so stupid.  

 
When the lights finally stopped switching off, Ron immediately got up 

off his bed to set up the trap, which seemed excessively rudimentary. He was 
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convinced that a block of cheese placed on top of a paper towel was enough to 
get the job done. Besides, the generic traps had failed to fool the mouse earlier, 
and it was time to get creative. When the setup was ready, Ron waited patiently 
like a wily predator, making sure to occasionally divert his gaze from under 
the fridge to avoid discouraging it from coming out. His ostensible casualness 
attracted it. 

The mouse stuck its little, ugly head out and peered around as if to check 
whether the coast was clear. Then, it dashed towards the trap and on its hind 
legs began inspecting the block of cheese. Victory. Ron could taste it, and it 
was only a matter of time before he would incinerate the poor thing. Walking 
as nimbly as he could, he crouched down behind it and turned on the torch. 
The flame expanded as the mouse stood mesmerized and oblivious. 

Then, in an instance of pure caprice, Ron grabbed the deodorant spray 
from the table to his left. He had remembered seeing the maneuver performed 
somewhere on the internet and couldn’t imagine a better way to obliterate 
the bastard. With both his knees firmly planted on the floor, he neared towards 
it and ended up spraying an excessive amount. A bellowing cry was emitted 
as the flames engulfed what remained of the trap. Ron had burned his hand 
gruesomely in what looked like a failed attempt at making fondue.  

Fuck, Fuck, Fuck!
Red flesh gleamed as bits of skin hung loose. Ron screamed and grabbed 

the nearest cloth to wrap around his hand. He writhed in pain for several 
minutes while his screams failed to summon his parents. It was to his relief 
because the last thing he wanted was for them to see him crying on the floor 
with the grisly creature that replaced his hand. Reality couldn’t have been 
clearer at that moment; in the intensity of the pain, he was awakened to a 
blunt and obvious truth. 

“I’m pathetic! I’m pathetic!” He laughed pathetically and got back up on 
his feet, propelled by the rage that was being exacerbated by his agony.  

In that realization, the modicum of self-respect Ron had left vanished, 
and he was no longer restrained by the illusions that acted as a barrier to 
catastrophe. The illusion that his rage could be managed with some therapy 
and “effort”. The illusion that he was just going through a “rough period” and 
was going to recover. And most significantly, the illusion that he mattered and 
that as a fellow member of society he would be rewarded by conforming. He 
tried to persist with these illusions all his life, and finally, he reached the point 
where he let go. 

Inside a different cupboard, at a far corner of the basement, was an 
automatic rifle. Ron grabbed it and loaded the gun in perfunctory fashion, 
putting his experience practicing with his father to use. Without a care to the 
collateral damage he was going to impose, he approached the area where the 
mouse usually took shelter and began shooting wildly. 
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Through the cacophony of sounds and the debris that resulted, the 
tiny fuck revealed itself and dashed up the stairs, and under the door that 
led to the rest of the house. Chasing behind, Ron kicked the door open and 
scrupulously searched around for it. The mouse was waiting at the door leading 
to the dining room, on the border where tile met wood. 

Instead of fleeing, the rodent audaciously caught Ron’s eyes and stared 
through him. He was mortified. He was certain it was making fun of 
how fucking stupid he was! Enraged beyond what he thought was possible, 
Ron went after it and ended up in the dining room where the fuck climbed on 
top of the dinner table.  

Ron let loose and began shooting erratically. 
Dishes broke, as food, liquid, and blood flew high into the air. 

After all those harrowing encounters, Ron was certain it was finally over. 
In the comfort of his home, he pulled a chair from under the table and sat, 
then poured himself a glass of wine as relief pervaded him.  

He was finally at peace.  
Until he heard a click, then another, and another. It was the mouse. It was 

the little fuck!  
Dropping his glass, Ron stood up from his chair, rifle in hand. Then, 

instead of shooting, he paused and simply watched as the mouse scampered on 
top of broken dishes, pieces of chicken, and around jagged glass, before 
climbing on top of his mother’s head and escaping out of sight.  

Rather than chase after him, Ron sat back down and grabbed a half-filled 
glass of wine from the table, then smiled.  

He was in no hurry because he knew exactly where he was heading next. 
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Boston Window
DANIEL KOSTECKI

—

Film Photography
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I could see the battle raging
inside you, your face yellow
and drained. They brought
the good stuff—morphine.

It was a one-way flight,
a few months of confused guests,
no turning back, inside out
day after day, slurping red tea
with Kübler-Ross
on the ceiling and you, dreaming
of a third stage bargain
with a horrible disease.

Being counseled by your wife,
this was not a dream.
You slump, fading in front
of a familiar hedgerow
that you used to cut
and paint your gin olives
green at dusk.

Your head lowers
to the ghost behind the wall
of books you collected
over forty-four years,
each one saying goodbye.

Hospice
WILLIAM MARSHALL

—
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I skipped along the sidewalk,
my sandals clacking along the cement.
I run through the sprinklers,
allowing the water to destroy my hair.
The sound of laughter sings
as well as the ice cream truck.
I dig into my pockets,
searching for some change.
I stop when I see the truck.
A smile spreads across my face.

Fresh ice cream plastered on my chin,
I skip back towards home,
making sure to not step on the cracks,
wouldn’t want to break my mother’s back.
I run through the sprinkles again,
this time
allowing it to clean my face.
My sandals now scuffed,
the clacking continues.
I stood in my front yard.
I couldn’t hear the ice cream truck,
the sounds of laughs faded.
The sun descended,
allowing the night to consume it.
I ran back into the house,
hopeful for tomorrow.

In My Youth
LINDSEY JABLONSKI

—
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To the Window
ALISON KRUSE

—

Oil  and Chalk
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We all arbiter each other’s deeds.
I can never see where some people end
and others begin, or how to tell 
whether someone is my nascent friend.
At the theater, on the streets,
in the mall, if everyone was
penetrated by the same light,
wouldn’t all people look the same?
We do that to each other, inevitably,
but still, sometimes I imagine what 
impression they took from me. 
They could’ve chosen anything.

On Carlo Carrà’s Leaving the Theatre
BRANDON BEST

—
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Leaving the Theatre, 1910
CARLO CARRÀ

—

Oil Painting
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I believe birds could be louder
if they tried a little harder.
All this requires that they leave
their fragile homes
cloistered by the trees
and really use the air
in their plush breasts.
Robins could wail 
and swallows could scream.
We’d watch the birds waddle,
heaving, but for once,
they’d have something new to say.
Their new slang would be
the material of nightmares and dreams.
I’d wake to robin wails and 
the thundering of swallow screams.
In essence, every bird would be a rooster,
waking every morning with 
a single purpose: for the love 
of hearing the loudest bird.

Birds
BRANDON BEST

—
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“It’s fitting the old bastard was found with his dong in his hand.” 
“Charming, Tom.” 
“It happens, Charlotte. Even the best of us stand there taking a whiz, 

backs to the weather—never give it a thought. A big wave hits and it’s ‘Man 
overboard!’ If the boat’s underway and the dumbass is alone on deck, he’s a 
goner.” 

“Surely that’s an exaggeration.” The whisky-voiced woman rattled the 
ice in her glass, raised it to her wrinkled lips, and sipped, leaving a waxy pink 
stain on the rim. She was much older than the man beside her, and the skin-
tight, sleeveless t-shirt she wore did nothing to complement her figure. “Why 
couldn’t he just swim ashore?”  

They were the only two people in the bar. Apart from the strip club up the 
road, there was no place else to go on a Tuesday night.  

“Nah, hypothermia sets in long before you can get ashore unless you’re 
right on the beach.” Tom shook his head and played with a paper coaster in a 
small puddle on the bar. “Now, if you’re at sea, there’s nothing sticking above 
the surface but a head, and that’s damned hard to see if you don’t know where 
to look for it, but in this case, the boat was at anchor, but I guarantee you he 
was drunk. Maybe he had a heart attack or something. It doesn’t sound like he 
even tried to swim. Never even let go of his pecker.” 

Charlotte made a tsk sound. 
“Yachting Times said the crew was ashore and he just wasn’t there when 

they got back to the boat. By the time they found him, his body was halfway 
to Union Island. It’s a wonder the sharks didn’t take him.” Tom signaled to the 
bartender for another beer. “I couldn’t believe he still owned that boat.” 

“Mmmm,” hummed the barfly. “Where’s Union Island?” 
“Way down in the Grenadines—almost to Grenada.” 
“Who found him?” 
“Some cruisers radioed the authorities. I told you I used to skipper for the 

guy, Right?” 
“Did you?” 
“He was a piece of work. There was this one time we were in Corsica for a 

regatta—” 
“A what?”  
“A regatta. It’s a yacht race, kind of a pissing contest for the rich bastards. 

They like to get together every year and find out who has the best boat. It’s all 
broken down into classes so the boats are evenly matched.” 

“Oh.” 

Sea Legs
KIMBERLY PARISH

—
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“The boss was bored one day and he went off exploring Bonifacio on foot. 
It’s a narrow little harbor—wall-to-wall restaurants and bars. No telling how 
much he drank. When he came back, he fell right off the dock. Sally and I 
were working. We didn’t hear a thing, but some French sailors saw him go in. 
He’d never have gotten out on his own.” 

“So’d they fish him out?”  
“Yeah. It was lay day—that’s a day-off in the middle of the regatta—and 

we’d spent the day stocking up and getting ready for the old man’s guests to 
arrive.” Tom gazed off into the distance as the memory took shape. 

“We heard ‘Permission to come aboard!’ and Sally peeped out over the 
companionway. I saw her eyes get big, and she ran up on deck. I was just 
coming out of the engine room. When I got up on deck there were these two 
big Froggies in uniform carrying Fiedler onto the boat wringing wet.

“‘What happened?’ Sally asked. Then she said it again in French then 
dithered about whether to help carry him or turn around and grab towels. 

“‘You go get the towels,’ I told her, and took the old man off the sailors’ 
hands. 

“Sally told the sailors, ‘Merci beaucoup,’ and they left. She always did the 
translating. I sure did miss that once she left. 

“I got my ass chewed the next day because Fiedler’d got drunk and made a 
fool of himself—like I could stop him!—I had to wonder who saved him from 
messing up when he was home. It sure wasn’t his wife or his prissy son. He lost 
his glasses when he went in the drink too, but I fished ‘em out.” 

“Sounds to me,” said Charlotte, “like it was a good thing those sailors 
saw him fall in, or you might have been the ones fishing his corpse out of the 
water.” 

“Probably so. That was a hell of a trip. The next day this big dude named 
Jäger, like the drink, turned up. Looked like a bear. I never was sure what he 
did for a living, but he had something on Fiedler. And Fiedler told me the 
woman with Jäger was a call-girl. Beate—that was her name. She said she 
was a rep for a drug company. T’any rate, Jäger arrives the next day with his 
lady friend. Sally had been prepped to do some major entertaining, and she 
had caviar and champagne chilled; polished the silver and what not, but they 
wanted to see the island, so they took Fiedler off in a taxi, and me and Sally 
had time for a nice lunch and a skin full of wine with a Danish couple we 
knew who were running an aluminum hulled sloop. They were about three 
slips over, tied up stern-to like we were.  

“They all came draggin’ in about six o’clock, and the old man was legless 
again. The big bear, Jäger, hauls him off to his cabin and they have a shouting 
match in German, then Jäger and Beate go out again. Nobody seemed to want 
to talk to us, so me and Sally went out for dinner. Why mess up the galley? 
Ended up about ten of us yachties at one big table. We got pretty toasted, but 
we were still compos mentis. Then, way past midnight, after we were all tucked 
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up in our bunks, I hear Fiedler out tip-toeing around calling ‘Beate, is that 
you?’ Like he was expecting her to come get in bed with him!” 

“Did Jäger break his face?” Charlotte asked. 
“I wish he had. I ended up clearing up the blocked head he left instead. 

The two of them were packed and off the boat before breakfast in the morning. 
He didn’t say ‘thank you’ or ‘kiss my ass’ to me or Sally, and the old man never 
came out of his cabin—just called for V8 juice and stuck his arm out through 
a crack in the door when Sally brought it to him. Worst part was that big hairy 
bastard left the biggest turd you ever saw—like a brick, but I suppose it could 
have been worse.” 

“That is disgusting, Tom.” The barfly made a face and stuck her tongue 
out. “Don’t you know any stories that aren’t nasty?” 

“No darlin’. Those rich bastards are just like that.” 

On the walk to his boat that night, Tom kept thinking of Herr Fiedler. 
That led to thinking about Sally. He did a quick calculation of what time it 
would be in Australia and fired up his computer. 

“Tom! Blinkin’ Heck! What’s the time there?” Sally burbled over the 
patchy Skype connection. 

“Late, Sal, I couldn’t sleep, so I thought I’d see if you were home yet.” 
“Yeah. Just pulled in the drive from picking up the kiddos from school. It’s 

good to hear your voice. How long’s it been?” 
“Too long. Listen, what got me thinking of you was I read that old Fiedler 

died.” 
“No! Really?” 
“Yeah, they fished him out of the water down by Mayreau. Boat was 

anchored up in Saltwhistle Bay, where we used to stop.” 
“What happened?” 
“Apparently, he was taking a piss—” 
“Language, Tom, little ears.” 
“Right, it looks like he fell in the water, with the boat sitting right there at 

anchor, and nobody knew it till it was too late.” 
“Likely bloody story!” 
“The crew were ashore, and there was nobody else in the bay.” 
“He was bound to have been paralytic.” 
“Goes without saying.” 
“If the missus had been there, I’d lay money she knocked him in the head 

and pushed him overboard,” Sally said. “But what is there for the crew to be 
doing ashore on Mayreau?” 

“No telling. Article didn’t say, but I looked it up. The island got electricity 
in 2002. There’s a little resort there now.” 

“I guess it’s all changed since we were there. Don’t suppose I’d recognize it. 
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You been down island lately, Tom?” 
“Nah. I did an Atlantic crossing with Billy Jefferson a couple of years ago.” 
“From Silver Fish?” 
“Yeah. He’s running a sweet Perini Navi 54 meter 

called Mnemosyne. Great trip. We only got clobbered once—between the 
Azores and Gibraltar.”  

“Oh! Wasn’t Billy Jefferson the guy who pulled us off when we ran 
aground in the Port of Andratx?” 

“One and the same. I try to forget about that night.” Tom flashed back 
to their first night sailing with Fiedler and his gay, emo son. The old man 
had been so excited to be out on the new boat he insisted that they sail onto 
the anchor. The previous skipper had warned Tom to always set the anchor 
hard because the boat was so heavy, but Fiedler wouldn’t even let Tom turn 
the engine on. He was showing off, and they hadn’t established the chain of 
command yet since Tom was too green to assert himself. They’d all gone to 
sleep when the boat heeled over and wallowed onto her port side. After falling 
out of their bunks, everyone had stumbled up on deck to find that they were 
hard aground, right in front of Ollie’s Bar. 

“Thank God the bar was closed!” said Tom. 
Sally laughed. “Yeah. It’s a good thing that Billy guy kept it to himself. 

We’d never have been able to live it down.” 
“I thought my career was over and done right there. And Fiedler laughed 

it off. Remember? He said, ‘Ach, you should have seen the time I went aground 
in the Bodensee!’” 

Pixelated Sally nodded. Her mouth wasn’t moving in sync with her voice. 
“I’ve wondered about them over the years. What made them so miserable, 
Tom?” 

“I don’t know, Sally, but I can tell you for sure that I have yet to work for 
a happy millionaire. I should have taken up a trade or gone back to college or 
something. Too late for that now.” 

“Those people ruined yachting for me—I couldn’t deal with their filth 
anymore.”  

“I should have quit with you, Sal, but I thought I had something to prove. 
I was making good money and I was still immortal.” 

“I know, Tom.”  
“How are Kevin and the little nippers?” 
“Not so little anymore. Julian’s 12 years old now. When you coming to see 

us?” 
“When I win the lottery, I guess, Sal. I need to stick close for my Mom.” 

Hearing Sally’s voice brought back a flood of memories from the 
years they had spent together on Fiedler’s yacht. Tom closed his eyes and 
remembered the night he and Sally first met the Fiedlers. Sally had pushed him 
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to get his captain’s license. They thought they were in love, and that running a 
boat together would be perfect. Sebastian and Claudia Fiedler looked like aging 
movie stars. He had thick salt-and-pepper hair that he wore on the long side, 
slicked back with a little Hitler ‘stache. She was tall and excruciatingly thin 
with a thick accent and waves in her hair. Herr Fiedler had been giddy about 
buying the boat. It was the biggest boat he’d owned, and Frau Fiedler made 
it clear that she was “allowing” him to buy it for nearly two million dollars 
because they’d just sold her father’s company. 

They were odd, but Tom was twenty-two years old; to him, all rich people 
were odd. It had been his first real interview for a captain’s job, and he would 
have agreed to anything. The Fiedlers had been oh-so-polite. The wine had 
flowed, and by the time it was over, Tom and Sally had signed a shitty contract, 
but they were happy as the job began aboard the Claudia—the new name to 
honor Mrs. Fiedler. As he was drifting off, Tom thought, that should have been 
my warning; you never change a boat’s name… 

 

Sally served boiled potatoes, roast chicken, salad and bread, just like 
Fiedler liked it. Boring, but it filled the empty spot. They were on an informal 
trip with just Fiedler and his friend, Mr. Schöll. 

“It has become completely crazy,” said Mr. Fiedler. “On these new cable 
channels, you could even see your next-door neighbor having sex with his 
secretary.” 

Sally looked at Mr. Schöll. “Really? Anybody can just put up a homemade 
porno movie?” 

“Ya. It’s true.” 
“That’s disturbing,” said Sally. “How can you stand to look your neighbors 

in the face ever again?” 
Fiedler and Schöll just looked at the table wagging their heads from side-

to-side. As he cleared the dishes, Tom wondered if they had filmed themselves 
with their secretaries. He chucked the chicken bones over the side and came 
back with a fourth bottle of wine. 

“I don’t know what went wrong,” Fiedler said. “I worked my best years 
away, and now I don’t even know my family. They prefer it when I am away 
from home. I interrupt their lives.” 

“Oh, Mr. Fiedler, surely that isn’t true,” Sally said. 
“But it is the truth. My wife is so ugly, I can’t even stand the sight of her.” 
“Your wife is a lovely woman, Mr. F.” 
“No, Sally. She is horrible. Like the wicked witch. Maybe I deserve such a 

woman.” 
“But, Mr. F., you are such a nice man. How can you say that?” 
“I am not a nice man, Sally. I am not a nice man.” 
Mr. Schöll nudged Fiedler, and they excused themselves.  
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Tom woke up with a headache. It took him a few minutes to realize he 
was not aboard the Claudia. For just a moment, he thought Sally must already 
be up. Then he remembered where he was and pulled on his shorts and shoes 
and jogged around the bay to his mother’s bungalow. He’d been lucky to find 
a job on a sport fishing boat in the little south Florida backwater where his 
mother lived. He let himself in the back door and found the coffee pot full and 
biscuits in the oven. 

“Mom,” he called. 
“I’ll be right out,” came a childlike voice from down the hallway. 
Tom poured two cups of coffee and peeked in the oven. 
“Good morning, sweetheart,” she said as she came into the kitchen. She 

kissed his cheek and frowned as she leaned back to look him over. “You look 
exhausted. Trouble sleeping?” 

“Yeah. I tossed and turned all night.” 
“What’s the matter? Indigestion?” 
“Nah. I was thinking about my old boss. I found out yesterday that he 

died.” 
“Oh dear, that’s too bad.” 
“Nah, he was such a miserable bastard it was probably a blessing.” 
The little woman frowned at the coarse language, but said, “What 

happened? Had he been ill?” 
“He was an alcoholic. Sad case. Had everything money could buy, but his 

family were like strangers to him.” 
“Which one was this, dear?” 
“Fiedler, the German Sally and I worked for.” 
“Dear Sally. How is she anyway?” 
“Sounds good. I called her on Skype last night to tell her about Fiedler. 

She sounds happy. Her oldest boy is twelve years old already. Can you believe 
that?” 

“Time flies. Isn’t it amazing to be able to see your old friends—even in 
Australia? I wish you’d stayed with that girl. She was a keeper.” 

“Yeah, Mom, but I wasn’t smart enough to do that.” 
“You want eggs?” 
“No. Got any bacon or sausage to go with those biscuits?” 
“Of course. Give me a minute and I’ll finish off the gravy. Tell me again 

why you let her leave that boat without you?” 
“’Because I’m an idiot, Mom. I stayed for the money—thought the job 

was more important.” 
“But you changed jobs right after that, didn’t you?” 
“Old S. O. B. fired me once Sally was gone. Worked my tail off that 

summer like he was punishing me. Then, when the engine seized up and he 
had to replace it, he blamed me. I tried to tell him it needed rebuilding before 
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we left Antibes, but he had discovered that the mechanic I’d been using was 
African, thought a black man couldn’t possibly rebuild his German engine.” 

“And you still didn’t go after Sally?” 
“She’d gone home to Australia, Mom. I called her, but she blew me off.  

Said she was through with yachts and the jerks who owned them. She didn’t 
care if she never saw another sailboat. What was I supposed to do? Give up 
everything I’d worked for?” 

“You were young. You could have started again.” She set a steaming plate 
in front of him. “Never mind.”  

“I should have started again. Here I am, forty-five and not a damned thing 
to show for all those years of hard work on somebody else’s boat.”  

“Okay. You’re an idiot, son, but you’re my idiot. Now, what’s your 
schedule today?” 

“Guests arrive at nine, fishing till mid-afternoon, then home. The usual.” 
“You want me to fix a lunch basket for you?” 
“No, thanks, Mom. I ordered lunch from the deli. You don’t need to cook 

for these knuckleheads. They’ll just puke it up. It’s choppy out there today.”
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The Eye of Memory Opened Only in Dreams
MADISON LEIGH

—

Oil  Paint ing
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Ultraviolence
MADISON LEIGH

—

Oil  Paint ing
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Why sift through pages; the rest is yet to be written.
Ripe regretting being by yesterday smitten  
neither ecstasy nor woe directs next chapter 
from the previous, lies a lesson to capture.

Pain hurts awhile, let the sorrow not linger,
for it buries one alive. Pain makes us stronger.
Does a battle count if you’re not the warrior?
Rather die a legend than linger a wanderer.

Yearning for a better page like a talentless reader 
when all hastens writing theirs, for the end is eager.

Turn the Page
MAHINOUR TAWFIK

—
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The Caged Bird and the Bat
SARAH BACHENHEIMER

—

Scratchboard
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I stood quite still
I may have even held my breath
And for the span of that held in gulp of air
I let it go
I let go 
I was in a war zone
I was the warrior present
I held more firepower than a platoon or perhaps 
a company of soldiers from the Revolutionary War
But in that moment 
I was
Simply was
I divorced myself from the war
I stood and looked
Looked as if I were a tourist
The country was beautiful 
I removed the sandbagged entrances to fighting positions
I excluded the smell of diesel mixed with the smell of decaying jungle
The sky was as blue as anywhere
The palms were tall, slender, swaying in the light breeze
I spied no one
On my left rice paddies
Someone had left the water buffalo unattended
I thought “Wow, this is a nice country”

The author served in a Marine CAP unit July 1969 to July 1970.

I Stopped
TERRY SEVERHILL

—
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using poetry and music
to ensnare the mind
soft spun words worming
into the psyche
words to please 
words to appease
polished rounded edges of
slithering syllables

ideas meant for all
or none
how to discern
between or betwixt the
two is not listed in the index

using the mind
to think
to form
the word
the syllables
the sound
then more

poems by the gram
by the ounce
by the page
by the chap-my-hide book
not by the kilogram

poems to make you think
poems to heal
poems to make you think
yeah, ok, imagine you,
creating a library filled with seditious poetry

books about free thinking
thinking on your own
thinking for beginners

Be Mindful Of
TERRY SEVERHILL

—
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thinking for dummies
thinking for mac users
revolutionary sonnets
holy haiku
unholy iambic pentameter
creative nonfiction
sorta like white lies
or a white Christmas 
or… Jesus Christ where was I?
ahh yes, 
downshifting to granny gear up a long grade
and you thought
you were finished 
with grades didn’t you?
reality doesn’t grade on a curve
slippery when wet
set as in
singing in the rain
poetry and music
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Aus dem Saal trat
DANIEL ABLEEV

—

Crayon
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And then there’s Tom who liked to boast “I think I’m a ghost...” 
Next week we will lift a drink and toast to Tom
Who disappeared a year and a week ago. 
You say it’s a sin to eat anything without a fin on Fridays.
How can I say yes or no? To things that can’t be known?
Tom went on a spiritual diet, thin as a rail; it’s been known to fail. No matter 
how many times he chanted about Hail this and Forgive me that, his spirit and 
soul began to flail.

Our father is not your father, so piss be on you.
Waifs lead us not to temptation, wafer thin and hot.
Being punished with metal-edged rulers, a Catholic type of nun chucks.
On the offering basket someone had written a note:
“The buck stops here.” Most of those who prayed also paid, 
Paying no attention to the words spoken. The money was merely a token like 
the ones for a subway or bus ride to Hell.

Tom may have been right to walk or run away into the night.
Enlightenment may be akin to the light at the end of the tunnel
Or the light given off by a fuse too near its end.
This land is my land, that land is your land,
Forever and ever, let the fights begin,
And begin without ending, what’s the point?
When two or more are gathered in my name:
Sounds like a conspiracy worthy of an investigation.
Faith and facts, which is the negation?

A Ghost Story
TERRY SEVERHILL

—
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Whither Tomorrow
VERNEDA LIGHTS

—

Mixed Media
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Black Elohim
KATE SALVI

—
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Brown steel doors rumbled and split open as George entered the grocery 
store to buy avocados. 

His wife’s words emerged on the glowing screen: “Get organic or don’t 
come home.”

He removed a plastic basket from the tower by the door as recirculated 
air carried a perfume of decaying fruit, cardboard, and bleach into his nose. 
Reflections from a hundred fluorescent lights bounced off the dirty tile floor 
while the soothing rhythm of Toto’s “Africa” flowed from speakers embedded in 
the stained ceiling tiles. 

George examined the avocados. He poked the mesh sacks of lumpy 
gray-green fruit piled haphazardly in a cardboard box. He grabbed a bag and 
noticed the yellow label: CONVENTIONAL

What do unconventional avocados look like? 
A tall, lanky kid in a black apron was mechanically building a pyramid of 

apples on the other side of the aisle. George interrupted construction of the red 
monument. “Hi, do you have any organic avocados?” 

“Sorry, we’re all out.” 
“Really? Are you sure? Do you think you could check in the back?” 
“Sorry, we’re all out,” he repeated. 
“Yeah, you just said that.” George put on the best fake smile in his 

collection and prodded the teen again. “I’d really appreciate it if you could 
check for me. My wife’s pretty particular about her fruits and vegetables, and 
I’ve already had a rough day.” 

The stock boy stared for a moment, then pointed behind him. “You 
should talk to customer service.” 

George looked toward the service desk and caught a glimpse of something 
behind the two-way mirror along the upper wall. A shadowy, amorphous form 
gyrated and lurched behind the silver glass. As he observed the silhouette, pain 
like hot pins stabbed into his eyes. His vision blurred a kaleidoscope of yellows 
and greens, and what looked like tentacles lashed at his brain. 

“What the hell was that?” George winced, still staggered from the pain. 
“You should talk to customer service.” The boy’s voice warbled into a dull 

slur like a worn-out cassette tape. “You should... talk…” His teeth burst from 
his mouth like enameled popcorn. “to... customer... service.” His skin melted 
like candle wax, splattering as his face dripped onto the floor. 

George fled toward the exit. When he looked back, he saw the remaining 
half of the clerk dissolve and pool across the tiles and felt cold metal against his 
body as he crashed into a woman pushing her toddler in a shopping cart. 

Produce
BEN DANIELS

—
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“Ma’am, I’m so sorry.” He braced his hands across the edge of the cart. 
“You and your kid have to get out of here. Something weird is going on!” 

A hiss like a punctured tire came from the carriage as the child, with a 
deformed serpentine head, struck out. Pearl fangs dripped saliva and a forked 
tongue flicked in a wild corkscrew. 

“Holy shit!” He withdrew his arm just as its jaws snapped shut with a clop.
George wheeled around, clutching the bag of avocados, and ran in the 

opposite direction. He splashed through a puddle of stock clerk, staining the 
cuffs of his pants with fetid ooze as his shoes slid, barely keeping traction. The 
stench of brine and raw fish blasted his nostrils as he hurtled past the seafood 
aisle. Another employee melted behind the glass display case— dissolving into 
a gibbering, wax-faced mess—as boiling water erupted in the lobster tank next 
to him. Green crustaceans writhed and crawled over one another, turning red 
as their Plexiglas universe became a deadly cauldron. 

He ducked into the breakfast isle and slowed; the sound of his own breath 
filled his head as he stared down a tunnel of neon boxes. Anthropomorphic 
toucans and friendly cavemen put on brave smiles from behind bowls of 
sugared corn. At the end of the aisle, an elderly woman struggled to reach a 
jar. Clods of loose skin sloughed back, welling up around her armpits as she 
strained at the top shelf. George approached cautiously, footsteps catching her 
attention. She waved and beckoned him. 

“Excuse me, young man. Would you please get me that jar of Sanka? I 
can’t reach it.” 

“Um, sure,” George grabbed the coffee and felt fingers like small rolls of 
crepe paper clasp around his other wrist. 

“They watch everything,” the old woman whispered. “You’re awake now, 
so try not to act strangely. You don’t want to draw their attention.” 

George handed her the jar. “Here you go, lady.” 
“Why thank you, young man,” she pronounced, returning to her carriage. 
George took a deep breath. His lungs burned like lit matches in his chest 

as he rounded the corner. 
A cacophony of beeps and flashing lights announced the checkout lines as 

George approached the “12 Items or Less” lane. A pudgy teenage boy swiped 
cans of dog food over a red laser while a girl with blue barrettes in her hair 
stashed them into white plastic bags. 

George’s hand trembled as he placed the bag of conventional avocados on 
the conveyor belt. He wanted to scream at everyone to “wake up.” His body 
shook so badly that his guts were twisting into knots. He feared his skeleton 
would burst from his skin and escape without him. 

“Good afternoon sir. How are you today?” The boy’s braces gave him a 
slight lisp. George sensed he was on edge. “H-hi sir. Sir? How are you today?” 

George mouthed the words, “Help me.” 
A single bead of sweat trickled from the boy’s hairline to his eyebrow, and 
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he smudged it away with a meaty wrist. 
George silently implored him again. Help me.
The checkout attendant glanced at the bagger girl, who bit her lower lip 

and shook her head. His attention returned to George, staring at him with 
a look of exhausted affirmation. George felt a sweaty, chubby finger press 
against his lips, and the boy shushed him like a mother consoling a frightened 
child. He wiped his finger down George’s face, folding open his lower lip and 
scraping his gums with a dirty fingernail. 

“Don’t make guacamole for dinner,” the boy whispered. 
The floor shook, and then the walls. An otherworldly, droning chant 

emanated from somewhere beyond. The security camera on the ceiling sloshed 
as a massive purple eye within the glass dome rolled and hunted in a bath of 
viscous fluid. It focused on the cashier, and the droning suddenly stopped. 

The boy closed his eyes and exploded. 
A tide of blood and viscera washed over the aisle. The taste of iron and salt 

crept between George’s lips, and he fought against the sour heat rising in the 
back of his throat. He felt the damp stickiness soak through his shirt and cling 
to his chest. The girl came out from behind the carousel of gore-soaked plastic 
bags and tried to stay composed as she stepped in the remains of her former co-
worker. “Sir, did you bring your store card?” 

George heard an audible sigh from behind. A woman stared at him, hands 
on her hips. A jagged shard of the cashier’s skull protruded from her cheek like 
a piece of shattered porcelain. “This is the express lane, isn’t it?” She pursed her 
lips. “You’re not one of those coupon people, are you?” 

He paused, staring at the frightened bagger girl. 
“No. I forgot it,” he replied. A tingling sensation grew in his ankles as a 

shock wave reverberated through the floor. The moist undulations of the eye 
returned along with the rising mantra. 

“It’s okay. I can use the store card for you if you’d like,” the girl said, 
fumbling the bloody piece of plastic over the reader. 

George felt a wet heat ring his eyelids as tears welled up. “Yes. Thank you.” 
She swiped the tiny card and the unearthly sounds ceased. She took a deep 

breath, rang up the conventional avocados, and placed them in the cleanest bag 
she could find. “Sir, there’s a survey at the bottom of your receipt. If you tell us 
about your experience today you could win a ten dollar gift card.”

George crumpled the stained paper into his pocket and turned to the 
exit, avocados in hand. The doors pried open and his misty eyes beheld an 
orange sky. The setting sun burned a red ellipse on the horizon as purple clouds 
encroached. He stepped onto the sidewalk, wiping tears and drying blood from 
his face. They spattered off his hand in crimson droplets against the concrete. 

As George walked toward his car through the crowded parking lot, he 
decided he would plant a garden.
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The Insect Becomes Many in Motion
ALEX DUENSING

—

Acryl ic ,  Crysta l ,  and Digi ta l
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September Chill
VICTORIA -LYNN BELL

—

You take me into muted wilderness
and bid me to listen to your quiet trickle—
through the rooted trees I lie in a thicket
and you whisper in my ear to join you.
I wade into your embrace, and you
wash against the pale gooseflesh of my thighs—
a rivulet between my legs like cold fingers.
Quiet exploration, desperation. 
You brush silt against my calves, 
the crooks of my elbows, hollow spaces. 
I collect you in particles and tremble
as you rush over me— 
a swell of September chill.
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Autumn in the Park
KATE SALVI

—

Photography
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Farmer’s Market in Cambridge, MA
KATE SALVI

—

Photography
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A Rainbow Memory
SANDEEP KUMAR MISHRA

—

When my hollow present blows
the dying embers in the heart grate,
fond childish cinders glow up;
the frozen black memory melts past colors,
a sparkle of rainbow recollections.
As I walk up on our trodden pavement
I see a slash of sea between houses,
your red dress like a bright red boat
sink in golden sand, blue fishing nets
brown fort walls, green lichen beach;
my soul speaks, my lips move
a frequency of meetings, a wave of hugs.
As I net to catch these moments
like a street urchin’s yellow fists
holding the rainbow in his tiny grasp.
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Pebbles
SANDEEP KUMAR MISHRA

—

Time smooths rainbow hardness
of tree basalt, vermilion jasper,
silvery granite and pale feldspar
with the help of humdrum
but patient jeweler of tides,
volcano-born, earthquake-quarried,
heat-cracked, wind-carved,
death shapes compact among the rocks;
it drifts light as a fractured bone
when the tide uncovers.
It blinks among the smashed shells,
upset by gulls, bleached by salt and sun
the broken crockery of living things.
An eagle surveys from the upland,
unsympathetic to the burdens
I have carried here;
the sea would not hug me, so I sit,
hollow as driftwood, jumbled as pebbles.
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Flower in the Storm
ASHLEY OWENS

—

Digita l  Pa int ing
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Two Orbs
ASHLEY OWENS

—

Digita l  Pa int ing
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The Messenger
KIMBERLY PARISH

—
        14 February 1918  

       South of Rostov-on-the-Don, Ukraine 

The sky hung heavy over the steppe. It pressed through the man’s coat, and 
his horse shivered with each gust of the frozen wind. Blowing snow stung his 
face and blinded him. The only sound was wind in his ears. The horse trudged 
through snow drifts, dragging its hooves, leaning into the gale. Frozen claws 
gripped the reins, and the man wondered how long the horse could continue.  

And then what? He supposed he would freeze to death. No, he must go 
on. The memory of his Katya demanded it. If he could not do this one small 
thing, why had God spared his life? 

 
The images from that day still sat—a carrion crow feeding on every 

beautiful memory, devouring every reminder of the happiness that went 
before it. He had dismissed his morning French class early and headed home 
to surprise Katya. With a small bouquet in one hand, he whistled a little tune 
as he walked along the cobbled street. He had been a professor of languages 
at the University of Lviv for three years, and it was the first anniversary of his 
marriage to the beautiful Katarina Nikolaevna Piotrowski. The bright autumn 
day was golden. 

Approaching his house on Nalyvalka street, he heard a commotion; several 
young men ran past him.  

“What is happening?” he called. 
“Cossacks!” returned a boy, his eyes wild. “They’re killing people!” 
The young professor, Aleksandr Nikolayevich Piotrowski, walked faster, 

then ran as he caught the scent of smoke. When he came to the bottom of his 
street he could hear the screams. Chaos unfolded before him. Houses were 
burning and women were running hunched over as they tried to protect their 
children. Soldiers on horseback ran them down, shooting and slashing and 
impaling people indiscriminately. Soldiers on foot went from house to house 
raping women, slaughtering children and setting what they did not steal alight. 

Aleksandr found Katya in a pool of blood just outside their house. Her 
dress was shredded. Her throat was cut. Her mouth and eyes were open, and 
blood stained her beautiful hair. 

“Katya, Oh my God! Katya.” Aleksandr ran to her and cradled her in his 
arms. The flames from his burning house singed his hair as he sat rocking her 
on the steps. The flowers he carried lay in a crimson pool, and he wept as he 
waited for one of the horsemen to thunder past and impale him. None came. 

 
Through frozen eyelashes he saw a smudge in the clouds ahead and stared 
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at it, unsure if he could trust his eyes. He prayed that it was smoke, and then 
he prayed that it was not smoke as he imagined the smoldering ruins of yet 
another village waiting up ahead for him to bear witness. The horse made 
a rumbling sound deep in its chest that vibrated up through its body. The 
exhausted animal threw its head up and tried to dance sideways. The snow was 
too deep and all the beast could manage was to bounce up and down, but the 
horse’s hope gave the man hope, and he leaned forward in the saddle, pushing 
his hands forward to encourage the animal to try harder. The promise of 
warmth pulled them on.  

Cresting a small hill, Aleksandr was able to look down on a small dacha 
with a stand of bare trees to the northwest; it was just a shepherd’s cabin, with 
a small sheep pen and some outbuildings. Someone else was there. The snowy 
ground around the buildings had been pounded to mush. Fresh snow had not 
yet reclaimed the muddy earth. No one was outside, and the path leading in 
from the north was beginning to frost over. They must be inside. At least it was 
not a burning village.  

This was a land of confusion and suspicion. Sometimes only a small strip 
of color on a hat or sleeve marked a person as friend or foe. He had no way of 
knowing who waited, but he must warm up, trade for a fresh horse, then get 
underway again as quickly as possible. The message he carried from the French 
general could be vital to the Red Army. He had been riding for three days from 
the southern tip of the Ukraine, and he could afford no delays. 

 
As Piotrowski trotted into the space between the buildings, his breath 

formed a cloud around his head. A wolf-sized dog barked a warning from the 
end of its chain. The horse shied, and Piotrowski leapt off its back, stumbling 
on frozen legs. He somehow managed to calm the spooked horse and tie it to 
a post at the northern end of the muddy space between the buildings. Sheep 
bleated from the pen to the south, while a barn and some sheds blocked the 
cold east wind. The cabin with the smoking chimney squatted in the lee of 
the barn, it’s porch in shade as the weak sun approached the western horizon 
at its back.  Piotrowski knocked on the door of the cabin where he could see 
the dirty boot prints of the men who must still be inside. The barrel of a gun 
greeted him as the door opened. He backed up, looking above the gun to a pair 
of Cossack blue eyes and a dirty scarf. The woman was short and stout, her 
creased face stern. 

She waited for the man to state his business.  
“Please, Missus, is there a seat at your fire? A stable for my horse? I will 

only trouble you for a few hours.” The old woman stepped back and allowed 
him to enter before too much precious warmth escaped. 

 
The room had a fire, a stove, and a long table with benches on either side. 

The men at the table turned wind-burned faces and suspicious eyes on him. 
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They wore the tall fur hats and long coats of the Don Cossacks with short 
sabers at their waists. Their ammunition was sewn across their breasts beneath 
badges of honor and gilded ribbons. The silent question on each man’s lips was 
plain: “Who is this? Who does he fight for?”  

The Dons were White Army, and Piotrowski’s heart skipped a beat. He 
had hoped to avoid them on this journey, but the unexpected storm had 
slowed his progress.  

“You have something to bring to the table?” the old woman demanded. 
He pulled a bottle of vodka and a loaf of frozen bread from his pack, and 

the men at the table relaxed and resumed their conversations.  
“I can pay,” he said. “I just need a bite to eat and a chance to warm up. 

Then I would trade for a fresh horse if you have one.”  
“Humph, you and all the rest,” she said, letting him know that the men 

at the table were travelers too. Her face creased in what passed for a smile. 
“Maybe one of them will trade his horse for yours.” And she laughed. The 
soldiers laughed. A Cossack’s horse was dearer than his wife. There would be no 
horse swapping this day. 

The man took his time arranging his greatcoat near the fire before he 
walked over to the table and took the only empty seat.  

A bowl of porridge, a cup of weak tea, and a vodka sat waiting for him. 
He tossed back the vodka and began on the porridge. His mind raced, and 
he kept his head down making a production of eating while he rehearsed his 
story. The questions would begin as soon as he looked up from the food. He 
had been lucky up to now, but if these men discovered that he was a Bolshevik, 
he would die before he could stand up again. He poured a second vodka and 
drank it before he leaned back letting the tea mug warm his hands. The leader 
of the group, with the bars of a Kapitan, addressed him.  

“Where do you travel in such a hurry?” he asked. The man scowled 
beneath his black fur papakha. 

“I might ask you the same thing,” the newcomer replied. 
“We were in Novocherkassk when the Reds took it two days ago,” the man 

said. “We got separated from our regiment in the storm. We will rejoin them in 
the morning once the storm has passed.” 

“I am riding from Pavlovskaya, south of here,” Piotrowski lied. He hoped 
he had chosen a town far enough away that he would not be questioned too 
closely.  

“And what is so important that you ride in this weather?” 
“I carry a message to Alexei Maximovich Kaledin. It must get through.” 

The lie rolled easily off the messenger’s tongue. 
“Well. . .” The Kapitan leaned back and gave the man an appraising look. 

“Kaledin himself. You must be special,” he said. “I had not heard that the 
command had moved so far to the south.”  

“No, you misunderstand my mission, Kapitan. It is not a message from 
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the command that I carry. It is a message of a personal nature. I am no soldier.” 
“And yet you ride as if it were a matter of life and death. Is it a matter of 

life and death?” 
“It may be, Kapitan. It may be.” 
“What is your name?” 
“Aleksandr Nikolayevich Piotrowski.” 
“And your papers?” 
The messenger extracted the documents from his coat. They showed him 

to be a teacher from the southern Ukraine. 
“A teacher. Who sends you on this crazy ride?” 
“It is a woman, Kapitan. I cannot say anymore.” 
“A woman!” The Kapitan laughed and slapped the table. His men laughed 

with him. “Of course, some woman believes herself to be as important as the 
fate of Mother Russia! Ha, ha, ha! I suppose this woman offered you some very 
special payment, did she?” 

Piotrowski made no reply, just stared at the floor trying to appear 
embarrassed. 

Turning to a young cavalryman who had yet to acquire braid or medals, 
the Kapitan barked, “Volodymyr, show this very important messenger to the 
stable with his horse.” 

“Thank you. That will be good,” Piotrowski said. He threw back one last 
shot of vodka and passed the bottle to the nearest man.  

Volodymyr pulled the barn door closed as Piotrowski turned to his horse.  
“Sorry for leaving you out in the cold, old fellow. I had to introduce 

myself.” He unsaddled the horse and gave him hay while the soldier carried a 
bucket and an axe outside to the water trough. The axe was necessary to break 
through the surface and reach the water beneath. The messenger took the 
opportunity appraise the other horses before Volodymyr came back. 

 
After holding the water bucket while the horse drank, Volodymyr walked 

to the other side of the animal and joined in the rubdown. 
“You must not be a Cossack. We would not leave a horse in the cold after 

such a hard ride. This poor beast is exhausted.” He reached down and lifted 
one of the animal’s hooves and began cleaning it with a small hooked knife he 
produced from his pocket. “Where did you say you came from?” The horse 
tried to jerk his hoof away as Volodymyr touched a tender spot. 

Piotrowski wasn’t listening. He looked around the barn as he worked. 
There was a big black stallion that looked fit and rested. He imagined sneaking 
back out here and riding silently away on that strong horse. It might be several 
hours before anyone missed him. The wind and the snow would work to his 
advantage, and they would never catch him. That assumed, of course, that he 
could make it back to the barn without alerting the Cossacks. He would have 
to leave before the wind died down so they would not be able to follow his trail 
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in the snow.   
“Don’t answer, then. I like talking to myself,” Volodymyr said. 
The messenger brought his distant gaze back to the face of the young 

soldier who was looking at him across the horse’s back. “Sorry. I was lost in 
thought.” 

“How long were you riding in this storm to wear this poor horse out this 
way?” His tone of voice had grown rougher. 

“I started at first light. I was told this message could not wait. What town 
is near to us?” Piotrowski made half-hearted swipes at the horse’s side while he 
tried to visualize the map of the region. He should have been in Rostov-on-
Don already.   

“Poor horse. He’s lame, and half frozen to death,” Volodymyr mumbled. 
“Should have been seen to immediately.” 

“We must be close to Rostov,” said the messenger, thinking out loud.  
“You say you rode for six hours in this storm? From Pavlovskaya?” 
“What is the nearest town? Zemograd? Kirovskaya?”  
“Where are you trying to go? General Kaledin? Where did they say you 

would find him?” 
“Rostov. On the Don. I am supposed to find him in Rostov-on-the-Don.” 

Of course, it was not Kaledin that Piotrowski was to meet, but rather the Red 
Army Lieutenant Golubov. He was in control of the Red Army in this region. 

“You missed him. Maybe we will find him when we meet up with our 
troops tomorrow or the next day. You should ride with us.”  

“Yes, maybe then. That is a good plan.” Piotrowski knew that his only 
hope was to leave before the storm was over.   

 
As darkness fell, the men settled down to get what rest they could 

before returning to the fight. But, as the Cossacks began to snore around 
him, the messenger lay waiting. He watched and listened until all was quiet 
around him, then he eased up and made his way out as if he was going to the 
outhouse. Volodymyr woke the Kapitan as the door closed.  

 
His heart racing, Aleksandr Nikolayevich threw his saddle onto the large, 

black horse. It was a powerful animal, and he worked to hold it back as he 
ducked to ride out of the barn. He thought he was clear when the damned 
dog rushed out at him. This horse also reared up in response to the challenge 
of that demon beast, and this time Aleksandr landed on his back. The horse 
jerked the reins from his hands, but Volodymyr caught them. 

Volodymyr pointed his handgun at the messenger and said in a jovial 
voice, “Ah, there you are. I came to pry your frozen ass off the seat, but I 
see you were just trying to do the Kapitan a favor and give his horse some 
exercise.” At that, the Kapitan strolled over and led Piotrowski back into the 
building while Volodymyr tied the horse. 
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“It seems our new friend was trying to leave us in a hurry,” he announced 

to his men. He forced the stranger to take a seat and walked around to 
confront him face to face, “Where have you come from?” he demanded.  

Someone had lit a lantern that hung above the table, and the Cossack 
soldiers stood just beyond the pool of light it cast growling like a restless pack 
of wolves. 

“Pavlovskaya. I told you,” Piotrowski said. He tried to sound exasperated, 
but he only managed to sound tired. He had accomplished nothing. He closed 
his eyes and saw Katya.  

“And we told you that you might ride with us, but instead you have tried 
to steal my horse. Why is that?” Steel came into the Kapitan’s voice. 

“I apologize for that. I was in a hurry, and I left mine in exchange.” 
The men all laughed. 
“Perhaps you do not know how these things are done in the Don. It is like 

arranging a marriage. I think you have not a big enough dowry to take this 
horse. Maybe you should have traded with one of the other men!” The others 
laughed. “Why do you try to run away in the night?” 

“I have an important message for General Kaledin. It cannot wait until 
morning,” he said, attempting to maintain the lie.  

“A message from a woman. What message from any woman can be so 
important? There is always another woman in the next village! Let me see this 
message.” 

“I cannot do that. I am under orders that it should be placed in the 
general’s hands only.” 

“Orders? I thought you were not a soldier. What woman commands you?” 
The men laughed again.  

“And she sent you on a horse? Was the telegraph broken? The train?” 
“Indeed. The telegraph lines have been cut, and the train tracks are 

blocked with snow,” he said. Of course, he knew that traveling alone on 
horseback was supposed to give him the greatest chance of getting through 
without being intercepted, and here he had ridden right into a nest of the Don 
Cossacks.  

The Kapitan leaned down and considered the eyes of the messenger. 
“Kaledin is dead. If you were any part of the White Army you would know 
this.” 

“I told you. I am no soldier. Please, I have been traveling night and day,” 
Piotrowski tried to counter, but the Kapitan kept on talking.  

“I can see you are not a Cossack. Are you even Russian? I think maybe 
you are not one of us at all. Maybe you are a dirty Red sympathizer from 
Germany?” 

The messenger answered with the only plausible explanation he could 
come up with, the truth. “No, I am from Lviv originally. My father was Polish. 
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I am a teacher for the children in the small villages to the south.” It was almost 
all true.   

The Don Cossacks, now members of the volunteer White Army, had 
rolled through the old town near the University in Lviv. They had raped and 
murdered his Katya, and he tasted bile in his mouth as he recalled that day. 
Maybe these same men had been there. Maybe one of them had raped her and 
slit her throat. He remembered their flared coats and their tall wool hats. He 
remembered their sabers and their pikes and their guns. 

  
Aleksandr Nikolayevich Piotrowski had traveled to Kiev and signed on 

with the Red Army. His gift with languages was prized, and he had been 
carrying messages between the Red commanders and their foreign allies for 
months. He had seen villages destroyed and ordinary people slaughtered by 
both the reds and the whites. He was tired. He had seen too much. 

One of the soldiers jumped up and removed his hat. “He looks like a 
German to me.” The rumbling of chairs on the floor and the hissing of sabers 
followed. The shepherd woman ducked behind a curtain in a doorway at the 
back. Best to become invisible. No telling what this pack of killers would do 
once the blood-letting began.  

“Is this true? Are you German?” asked the Kapitan. He had fought the 
Germans in 1915 and would be happy to send all of them to hell personally. 

“No. I am from Lviv.” 
“So you said. We know Lviv, don’t we boys?” The Cossacks laughed, but 

the messenger could contain himself no longer. Now he knew that these were 
the very men who had destroyed his life.  

“You bastards. I saw you there—on my street. You killed my wife.” Two 
of the soldiers grabbed his arms as he lunged at the Kapitan, who stood his 
ground, cool and calm. The bench tumbled over as they dragged the messenger 
outside. 

“Your wife. Is that what this is all about?” The Kapitan turned his head to 
speak to the men behind him. “It’s true then, a woman drove this poor fool out 
into the storm,” said the Kapitan. “Get my horse out of the way.” 

The soldiers led the horse to the barn and tied the messenger to the post. 
The old woman peered out of the cabin and made the sign of the cross. Her 
craggy old face softened with silent tears. 

The Cossack Kapitan touched his revolver to the messenger’s head.  
Aleksandr Nikolayevich Piotrowski gazed on the stars in the frozen black 

sky that went on forever. .
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The Fox and the Crow
REBECCA RUGAR

—

Scratchboard
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Like Smoke
NATALIE CRICK

—

November curled itself around my
spine like cigarette smoke,

seeping into me. 
December froze in her grey web. 

I want to wake from the dark, 
sleep naked in moon-cooled dirt,

deep in the night where graves
spread like black pollen.

I am where the wind
snuffs out candles,

can touch a curtain like a ghost, 
like a bell. 

Like the dead I escort,
sap to want. 



83

Sundown
NATALIE CRICK

—

That deluge of haze
just before sundown.

Spring shakes Winter’s hand
goodbye. 

Now the day has truly gone.

Street lamps glow
a sodium pink

When blue milk pacifies,
the copper moon sliding up a sleeve of glass,

her luminous lake
drowning the city,

a black felt hat against
heaven’s empty dome. 

An indigo deer slips back
through the shadow of night-green cedar.
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En-men-lu-ana
STEPHANO GRILLI

—

Digita l  Pa int ing



85

Space
SHANNON PERRIN

—

You wanted space,
so I brought you up where
planets are welcoming, 
stars are endless, and 
your future is constant. 

I waited down here
for space and time to combine
into whatever you needed.

But you got comfortable
and decided you wanted
a life with leg room.
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Time Lapse
MICHELLE BROOKS

—

You move away from me,
but not all at once. That would
be too easy. The slow fade
feels like mercy at first. Unlike 
the clean break, it gets worse 
every passing day. It’s like
moving from a house one item 
at a time. I’ve never been the rip 
off the Band-Aid type. I give up, 
surrender. I don’t cover my cuts. 
Protection or exposure? I choose 
exposure when it’s convenient, 
even when it ruins the film. I say 
it like you ever gave me a choice. 
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Phonography / #992
MAT T GOLD

—

Flip Phone Photography
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The Alta Club, Salt Lake City, Utah
REBECCA PYLE

—

Oil  Paint ing
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The Milk Sea
REBECCA PYLE

—

Photography
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When it was over, Richard Rackham took three careful steps away, sat on 
the closed toilet seat, and removed his socks. Remarkably, they were unsoiled, 
save for one fleck of red. It was fortunate that he’d happened to leave them 
on, although he wore nothing else. He observed the expanse of white tiles 
surrounding the sink.  

He had a decision to make. He’d learned enough about the law when 
Isabella was in law school and enough about psychology when she was 
an undergrad. He’d read her books, listened to her patter, and absorbed 
it all. Now, his quick analysis yielded two hypotheticals for a course of 
action. An overview of their relationship would reveal the weaknesses of 
assumptions underlying each, and besides, he was curious how to define 
what had happened. So, before he decided what he would do and how, he 
examined the initial why. 

Something just came over me. A ridiculous expression, simply an excuse for 
one’s choices, bad or good, that the non-analytical found difficult to explain. 
This was only his second glimpse of something similar during his association 
with Isabella, but he would be able to explain it. Ever since he was a teenager, 
newly orphaned, he’d become adept at self-analysis, as well as at marshaling his 
behavior to meet the world’s expectations.  

His first foray into that amorphous “something” occurred when he 
first met his wife. He told Isabella, of course, that he fell in love with her 
immediately. When the sophomore entered his classroom during his fourth and 
final foray into graduate studies, he knew she was perfect for him. The sight 
of her immediately aroused his lust. Her body was perfect in an average way, 
shapely, not too thin or fat, but her face had the kind of beauty that arises 
from imperfections and thus is so much more interesting than the symmetrical 
features of most of the cream-skinned coeds he usually fucked. Longish golden 
hair that was brown or red depending upon the light, a smattering of freckles 
across her cheeks. The way she held herself was most telling. He had become 
adept at recognizing the subtleties of facial expressions and body language that 
reveal identities, so he knew that she was that rare kind of girl who could not 
believe in her own beauty. And the way she looked at him. Not the run-of-
the-mill light switch and greed that animated the faces of most girls when they 
saw him, but the wide eyes of the girl who spots the live image of her fantasies, 
following by the blush and duck that says she knows he’s beyond her reach. 

He had experienced what seemed a rush of excitement, a unique 
sensation, but soon knew that it was only the certitude of an analysis so quickly 
completed it seemed instantaneous. Over time, as he came to know her, his 

The Razor
ALICE COVINGTON

—
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decision solidified. She was highly intelligent, but didn’t believe that. So unsure 
of her worthiness, depressed at times, though she kept that in her past and 
to her herself usually. Moldable, she deferred to him, respecting his desires 
without question. Their seven years of dating and marriage worked so well that 
he’d had moments when he indulged fantasies it was love he felt, although he 
knew it was simply satisfaction.  

Today’s experience was as different as it was similar. Moments 
ago, he’d tasted something like rage as he clasped her hand over the 
razor she’d been running over her legs and kept pushing it hard into her wrist 
until she dropped to the floor.  

He observed the still body splayed before him and knew that the 
sensation was little more than disappointment, coupled with decisiveness. 
Dissatisfaction that the stiffening of her backbone, suspected wavering of 
devotion and incipient recognition of other possibilities for herself would end 
the ease of their marriage. Then, the sharpness of his decision to remove her 
from his life after she admitted a strong attraction to the partner, her mentor at 
the law firm. That was all it was. No crime of passion, although it could appear 
so to others. Juries convict passionate killers. It was not an option. 

Now, to his choices. Disappearing was appealing. He would dispose of the 
body, along with the towels needed to make the bathroom tiles white again. 
Turn over the keys to the rental agency with a story of their move, withdraw 
their money, and change his name and location again. He ticked off the 
assumptions—that no one would witness his efforts; that her mother, though 
estranged, would decide again to try to find her; that the loss of a large account 
would lead the brokerage firm to speculate; and more. 

The alternative: the distraught husband’s 911 call after he found 
his depressed mate’s body. Such a horrible disease. He’d tried to get her to see 
someone, but he’d never thought her capable of this, he’d explain.  

Could he assume they would believe her suicidal? Although the blood 
covered them now, he knew the light scars of her earlier attempt would be 
visible beside the new, successful wounds. He was reasonably confident that 
she had no confidants, no friends to alter his story. Would acquaintances at the 
firm have speculated about her interest in her mentor? Not yet, he believed. 
Who knew her better than he? Her admission to him had only been a spark, 
which he quickly prevented from igniting. Would they believe her capable of 
such force, able to withstand such pain? He would make them.  

He pondered his hypotheses, reweighed his premises, and decided. Then 
he stepped onto the soiled floor, tracked blood through the living room, made 
the call, and returned to settle into the semblance of shock on the floor beside 
her warm body. Oh, Isabelle.  

He touched the still artery on her neck, where he would have felt for her 
pulse, pulled his dear, sad wife—so warm still—into his arms, and began to 
rock with her in a dance of disbelief. 
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Unbidden, tears came. For a brief moment, he wondered what had come 
over him, but he did what he’d trained himself to do at fifteen, just after he 
jerked the wheel that drove his parents’ car head-on into a tree. He again issued 
a decisive dismissal of further speculation, then willed more tears. 

They came easily. 
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Witness Marks
SIMA SCHLOSS

—

Mixed Media
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A Quarter Machine
NOAH HALE

—

A doll hangs from the claw 
of some quarter machine
that shimmers and leers at you; 
it chokes the cotton 
from brown paws in the vitrine 
of childish hopes 
of the carnage of kids and crowns 
or the odds of success.
There hangs a doll from a machine
that pulls and screams cries and lies—
a glazy Tantalus on the glass 
and in the glass,
my dream. 
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Visual Triggers
THOMAS GREEN

—
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Night of the Clowns
DEREK RUSHLOW

—

Peter Hewett didn’t remember it ever being this cold and miserable 
on Halloween night in Mackinaw City. Sure, he lived in Michigan’s Upper 
Peninsula, a place notorious for cold weather and heavy snowfall once the 
winter season arrived. But cold and rainy? 

It couldn’t be in the 60’s and clear like the previous day. It had to be rainy 
and in the mid-40’s. He also had to be outside, hanging around a stop sign in 
the middle of the night. At least Peter had a somewhat nice view of the lights 
on the Mackinac Bridge. In the summer, tourists loved the bridge, the daytrips 
to Mackinac Island, and sailing on either Lake Michigan or Lake Huron. Not 
this time of year. The kids were back in school, and people wisely left before 
the weather changed. The city was basically a ghost town during the off-peak 
months. 

As soon as the tourists left, the clown sightings began. Unfortunately, 
seeing a clown was becoming the new norm around the country, especially 
when it was close to Halloween. 

That was why Peter stood next to a stop sign in the middle of a cold, rainy 
night. He was working undercover as a marauding clown, unrecognizable in 
his creepy clown mask and black and white-striped polyester costume. 

Earlier, Peter and his partner, Brady, were called into the office of John 
Collins, their captain. The angry-looking man assigned them to their overnight 
stakeout, with Brady originally chosen to wear the costume. When he tried 
it on, the costume hung loose on Brady, like a little boy wearing his teenage 
brother’s clothes. Collins told Peter to wear it instead since he had an average 
build and was taller. Peter thought it didn’t really matter who was in the 
costume but dared not argue with the man who scowled 24/7.

Collins was a nice enough guy, but he was still intimidating as hell. It 
was also painstakingly obvious that Collins was just as fed up with the clown 
sightings as everyone else in the Mackinaw City area. 

Even though he had done it several times, Peter hated undercover work, 
especially when Brady wasn’t beside him. Instead, Brady was parked a mile 
down the street in an unmarked car. Peter couldn’t see Brady but, luckily, 
Brady could see him with the use of binoculars and eyes that had adjusted to 
the darkness of the night. Peter wore an earpiece so he could communicate 
with Brady.

“You think he might be a no-show?” asked Brady. 
“Don’t know,” answered Peter. “We probably should’ve stayed at our 

assigned post.” 
For a while, Peter and Brady were at their assigned post, which was at the 
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other end of the city. It was a place where the most clowns had been spotted. 
The thing was, they weren’t looking to arrest clowns. They were looking for 
whoever was murdering the clowns.  

One clown, a 16-year-old boy, was found beaten to death on the 
beach. Two boys, each 15-years-old, were shot on two separate occasions. One 
was found lying in the middle of the street, the other a week later at a bus stop. 
These clowns weren’t armed at all, not even with a plastic machete. 

“At least the rain let up a little,” said Brady. 
Peter looked in Brady’s direction. “Want to trade places?” 
Brady instantly shut up. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to wear the clown 

costume, but because he had seen a pair of headlights in the rearview mirror. 
As the car drew closer, Peter saw it, too. 

“Never thought I’d say this, but I hope it’s our perp,” said Peter. “Or 
perps.” 

Peter and Brady were hoping it was only one person. Yes, they were armed 
with guns and had takedown techniques, but more than two perps would be a 
problem. 

The car picked up speed. It zoomed past Brady in a flash but screeched to 
a halt next to the stop sign… and Peter. For a while, the car sat there, engine 
idling. Thanks to the absence of streetlights, Peter couldn’t see inside the dark 
car. The car looked familiar, but then again it wasn’t an unusual model. 

“What’s going on?” asked Brady. 
Before Peter could respond, the electric window slid down and the interior 

lights flashed on. Peter found himself staring into the face of a grotesque clown 
mask. It had fangs, fake blood running down its chin, a pale face with spiked 
black hair like that of a rock star, and a costume that was black and green. The 
clown pulled out a gun and aimed it at Peter. He cocked it. 

Peter reached for his gun, but the clown shot him four times in the 
chest. Peter yelped out in pain as he fell backwards and into the ditch full of 
rainwater. 

Brady sped up and stopped right behind the clown’s car. He jumped out 
and aimed his gun at the car. “Police! Throw away your gun and stick your 
hands out the window!”

To Brady’s surprise, the driver’s side window opened. A gun was tossed 
out, but the window rolled back up. “I said stick out your hands!” 

The clown inside wasn’t in the mood to follow orders. Instead, he quickly 
threw it in reverse and floored it. The tires screeched and the car flew back. 
Brady fired a shot and the bullet tore through the rear window. That didn’t stop 
the car from pinning his legs between the clown’s car and his own. The gun 
flew out of Brady’s hand. It glided across the hood and wedged itself between 
the edge of the hood and windshield. 

Brady screamed in agony, reaching desperately for his gun after realizing 
that trying to escape from between the cars was futile. The door opened, and 
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the driver stepped out. He took a few steps towards Brady. He stared at him for 
a moment, tilting his head to the side. It was like he was in a trance. 

The clown opened the back door, took out a baseball bat, and made sure 
to hold it up so Brady could see it clearly. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing? I’m a cop, you son of a bitch!” 
yelled Brady. He didn’t think that would faze the clown, but it was still worth 
a shot. 

The clown walked towards Brady with the baseball bat. He drew it back, 
then slammed it in Brady’s face. Blood splattered all over. Brady spit out some 
blood and a few of his teeth, which tumbled across the hood like dice on a 
craps table. While blood continued to ooze from Brady’s nose and mouth, the 
clown let out a few quiet snickers. He drew the baseball bat back for another 
hit when—

“Police! Freeze!”
All Brady could see was red because of the blood in his eyes, but he 

instantly recognized Peter’s voice. Relief washed over the cop as the clown 
slowly turned to face Peter, who had his mask off and was aiming a gun at him. 
Brady was thankful that, while Peter was a young cop, he had enough common 
sense to wear a bulletproof vest after two clowns had been found shot to death. 

“Drop the bat!” yelled Peter. 
The clown complied, the baseball bat rolling under his car. 
“Slowly take off your mask,” ordered Peter. He took a few steps towards 

the clown. 
Without any hesitation, the clown slowly took off his mask. Peter lowered 

his gun slightly. He immediately recognized the man under the mask. If he was 
facing Brady, he would have recognized him, too. 

“Hewett,” said the man with a slight nod.  
“What the hell?” Peter asked John Collins. It wasn’t really a question Peter 

wanted answered. He was more concerned about slapping handcuffs on Collins 
and getting his partner—

and friend—medical help. 
Peter’s question made Collins grimace, a look he never saw him make. He 

saw Collins unhappy on multiple occasions, but he never looked as disturbing 
as he did at that moment. 

“It’s these damn clowns,” was all Collins said. “And if you and Brady 
obeyed my orders and stayed at your designated spot, you two wouldn’t be 
my next victims.” That grimace never left Collins’ face. He pointed to Brady 
and said, “Your partner wouldn’t be sandwiched between two cars if you just 
obeyed, but then again, it’s not like this is the first time you disobeyed me.” 

Peter was never the best at following directions, though his flaw had just 
come in handy with solving a mystery. “Why?” he asked. He also wondered 
why the hell Collins didn’t recognize the clown costume he had given him to 
wear, though now it was a moot point. 
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The grimace faded, but intense anger took its place. Collins looked much 
angrier than he usually did. “Simple. Each sighting, each call takes my men off 
the streets. There’s more important crime happening out there, Hewett. Our 
focus shouldn’t be on a bunch of rowdy kids in scary clown costumes.” He was 
out of breath, his round face had started to turn red. 

Peter couldn’t believe what he heard. But he didn’t have time for a “how 
could you do this” talk. His partner needed medical attention, and he was 
listening to his psychotic boss’s motive. He raised his gun.

“Face the car and put your hands behind your head.” 
To Peter’s surprise, Collins complied. He slowly turned and walked to his 

car while simultaneously putting his pudgy hands behind his balding head. 
Any hair he had left was turning gray. 

Peter took out his handcuffs and moved toward Collins. He grabbed 
Collins’s forearm and, just as he was about to cuff his left wrist, Collins turned 
around and delivered a powerful blow to Peter’s nose. He flew back, hitting the 
pavement. Collins grabbed Brady’s gun and released the magazine, letting it 
drop to the ground. A few bullets rolled out. He threw the gun into the woods 
behind Peter, who groaned in pain. 

Once that was done, Collins picked up Peter’s gun and aimed it at him. 
“Just to be safe, in case you happen to overpower me, but we know that won’t 
happen,” smiled Collins. 

Peter, who managed to lean up a little with the support of his elbows, 
threw Collins a strange look. What the hell was going on in the mind of this 
man? 

Collins put his finger on the trigger. Gritting his teeth, he started to 
squeezed it, but stopped. He looked in both directions. 

No cars. 
No people. 
The coast was clear. It was time to kill two disobedient cops. Collins 

inadvertently stuck his tongue out of the side of his mouth. His eyes focused 
intently on Peter, who trembled as he took a deep breath. Collins took aim 
again and squeezed the trigger. This time, he wouldn’t take his finger off the 
trigger until there was a bullet in Peter’s head. 

Collins saw Peter looking discreetly down at his left hand, which was 
tucked under his leg. Before Collins could react, Peter whipped out a can of 
mace and sprayed it at him. A long stream hit him in the chest, and then his 
side as Collins turned away while shielding his eyes. 

Peter jumped up and charged at Collins, giving him a powerful shove that 
sent him against Brady’s car. The gun flew out of his hand and landed on the 
road on the other side of the car with a click. Peter put Collins in a chokehold. 
Collins gagged, moving backwards towards his car. He crushed Peter between 
his heavy body and his car, making him lose his grip. 

Collins turned to Peter and punched him on the cheek, sending him to 
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the ground. Peter’s arm went under the car. He felt something wooden and 
hard. 

It was the baseball bat. He tightened his grip on the handle and, when 
Collins was within a good distance, swung the bat from under the car with all 
his strength. The bat connected with Collins’s ankle. He fell to the ground. 
Peter jumped to his feet and slammed the bat over Collins’s back as he tried to 
stand back up. He went to hit Collins again, but he rolled out of the way in 
time. The bat hit the pavement and split in half. 

Collins grabbed the fat end of the broken bat and swung it blindly at 
Peter. It was a lucky shot, for it knocked the other half out of Peter’s hands. 
Collins got to his feet, being careful not to put any pressure on his hurt ankle. 

Peter jumped out of the way when Collins went to stab him with the 
splintered end. He ended up stabbing his car instead, creating a large scratch. 

Peter picked up his gun and ran to the other side of the car. He whipped 
around, aiming it at an approaching Collins. Collins stopped and dropped 
the broken bat. He threw up his hands, smiling. “All right, I give up.” A slight 
snicker went past his lips. 

“Don’t even blink,” said Peter, squeezing the trigger. 
Collins mockingly blinked at him, laughing but still keeping his hands up. 
“God,” groaned Brady next to Peter, who began to lean up. 
Still pointing the gun at Collins, Peter stopped Brady by putting a hand 

on his back. “Easy, buddy. Take it easy.” His eyes drifted down at Brady. 
Heavy footsteps sounded, and Peter’s eyes darted toward Collins. He was 

making a mad dash for Peter and the gun. He took aim and fired three rounds. 
One hit him in the shoulder, and the other two hit him in the chest. He fell 
backward. 

Aiming the gun at Collins, Peter carefully made his way up to him. He 
watched as Collins touched the wound on his shoulder, looked at the blood, 
and then covered one of this chest wounds with his bloodied hand. 

Coughing, Collins said, “Good work, son. You got me.” He said it in a 
whisper, as though he was dying. 

Collins went limp, and Peter lowered the gun. Just as he was about to 
check on Brady, he realized something. He raised the gun back up at a still 
Collins. Peter saw the bleeding shoulder wound, and the blood on one of the 
bullet holes over the chest. The other chest wound wasn’t bleeding at all. Peter 
realized that the son of a bitch had rubbed some of the blood from his shoulder 
wound on his chest wound but failed to do that on the other one. 

“Nice try,” said Peter. 
Collins tilted his head up and threw Peter a playful smile. As the faint 

sounds of police sirens echoed in the distance, Peter looked intently at Collins. 
Peter was grateful that someone heard the gunshots and called 9-1-1. 

Peter nor Collins said a word as Peter fired a shot, and a bullet ripped into 
Collins’s head. 
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Persephone
MICHAEL SEXTON

—

Photography
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Works in Progress
CREIGHTON BLINN

—

Dimly lit by moonlight, 
the painting
rests uneasily on the floor
where he crouches to examine 
its brash swirling colors,
mixing, 
if not in complete harmony,
then in anticipation of some unifying melody 
yet unheard.
Captivated by the picture’s unruly play,
he runs his fingers across its jagged surface
sculpted from rough brushstrokes and
the artist’s own fingertips.
“It’s lovely,” he murmurs.
“It’s something,” she replies,
her lips brushing his neck.
“Initial inspiration,”
she muses,
“can be invigorating
even when 
its destination 
is a dead end.” 
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Dreamer Believer
ASHLEY SIMMS

—

Gouache
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Escape
MARCUS SANFORD

—

Charcoal
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Mind of a Cartoonist
MARCUS SANFORD

—

Charcoal ,  Colored Penci l ,  Micron Markers
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Wednesday Evening, Marriott Suites
CREIGHTON BLINN

—

It is difficult to catch your breath
when you are always on the move.
During the daylight hours,
I navigate an endless parade of faces,
offering up firm handshakes
with bright smiles.
I am a perpetual traveler,
greeting, meeting, 
networking, networking, networking.
“Hello, my name is…” “Ah, you are…?” 
“I suppose you know…?” “Fascinating.” 
“Well, I should be moving on.” 
When really, I needn’t; after all, where is there to go? 
Another rented room? 
Another Wi-Fi password for my battered laptop 
(which, strictly speaking, belongs to the company)?
There is never a desk of my own
with old pens to be found in the back of a drawer; 
instead there are closets consisting of empty hangers.
In the evening I stretch out on the bed, 
trying to relax, huddled beneath white sheets 
and something too lightweight to be truthfully termed a comforter. 
Some nights I lie awake,
transfixed by the blinking red light of a smoke detector, 
wondering if there is anything that distinguishes this one
from the one before,
anything to differentiate the convention halls or the people within,  
gripping cheap cups of coffee as though they were our pulse,
each of us chasing after our own myth of happiness.
“This is what brings me satisfaction.” 
“I contribute.” 
“In roundtable discussions I add something.” 
“I make a difference.” 
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Perpetual Retreat
CREIGHTON BLINN

—

The sand sloshes 
beneath his boots,
lacking the satisfying crunch
of childhood memory, 
a youth shaped 
by churning tides  
demarking a terrain 
too bitterly humid 
for daytime habitation. 
As the town grew 
increasingly nocturnal,
his parents ventured out only in the evening, 
prowling sidewalks 
like alley cats 
in search of scraps, 
since the sea’s bounty 
had long been depleted 
by the tentacles of 
more privileged parties. 
He had spent his whole life 
in perpetual retreat from the encroaching waters, 
swelling puddles into ponds
which, overflowing, created rivers 
where once ran Main Street. 
Ever more violent storms ravaged the landscape
battering natural formations 
familiar to generations,
but, now
crumbling before his eyes and 
blotting out the memory of when 
these monuments towered majestically 
as reminders of higher aspirations, 
instead of symbols for indifference.
“Perhaps, instead of boundary fences,
they should’ve built flood walls,”
he mutters
as he trudges through 
the swamp of Monument Valley.
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Visual Triggers
THOMAS GREEN

—
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Visual Triggers
THOMAS GREEN

—
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Chumming for Sharks
KIMBERLY PARISH

—

Cash at the end of the day. That’s all I was after. I knew I wouldn’t be able 
to trade on my looks forever, but if my bikini helped me to land a job, so be 
it. Who was I to turn down work on a rich man’s boat? I was winding up a 
varnishing job in a little marina just south of Ft. Lauderdale in Dania, and I’d 
gone up to the café for lunch when all hell broke loose.  

It started with the big powerboat at the end of the T-dock suddenly going 
quiet—generators and everything. Next thing I knew people were yelling 
and running. The cops got there fast. You couldn’t really see much from then 
on once the ambulance came to take away what was left of the poor guy. 
Somehow the sign the captain swears he hung on the ignition key in the 
wheelhouse wasn’t there when the mate switched on the mains. You know, the 
one that says, “DIVER DOWN. DO NOT START MAIN ENGINE.” He 
claims the captain radioed and told him to fire it up to test something and 
there wasn’t any sign. The captain says he wasn’t even there when it happened. 
He never called the mate, and there’s nobody to corroborate his story. Poor guy. 
The cops hauled him off. 

Pretty much everybody who’d been milling around trying to see what 
was going on headed to the café for a beer. It was only one o’clock, but the 
accident convinced us to give up on doing anything meaningful for the rest of 
the afternoon. It was our way of showing respect for the dead. I found myself 
seated next to a deep-sea fishing boat captain whose shirt had “Deep Sea 
Dan” embroidered over his left breast pocket. He had crinkly leather skin, a 
gold signet ring, and greasy hair slicked back like the Atlantic City crowd that 
wintered in South Florida. 

“Haven’t seen you here before,” he said. 
“I’m doing some varnishing up in the yard.” 
“That would explain the dust.” He looked me over, taking in the bandana 

around my head, the clear patches where my sunglasses had been, my bikini 
top and cut-off jeans—all of it covered in the fine yellow dust that clung to 
anyone stripping old varnish.  

“Yeah, we’re taking a sweet little Chris-Craft back to bare wood. She is 
going to be gorgeous.” 

“Oh right. On the hard. You pass it coming in from the parking lot.”  
“That’s the one.” I sipped my beer. “Any idea who that diver was?” 
“Some Italian kid. Guarino? I can’t remember. He’s scraped barnacles off 

my boat’s hull before.” Dan took a pull from his beer and said, “So do you only 
do varnishing?” 

“No, no. I do just about any kind of day-work. I’ll be looking for another 
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job next week. You need your boat washed? Bilges painted?” 
“Well,” said Deep Sea Dan, “I might. Do you have a card?” 
“Yes sir!” I whipped out my business card. It said, “Olivia Cleans Boats” 

and my phone number. 
 
That evening, back aboard Gypsy, my guy Talbot and I were just finishing 

dinner and he said, “So you gave this old geezer your card?” 
Tal’s a tall skinny guy who used to do custom cabinetry, but he also used 

to run drugs from Colombia, and he got caught. He’d nearly finished ten 
years as a guest of the State of Florida—he only had six months or parole left 
to serve, and until that was up he had to work at a licensed facility that paid 
peanuts.  

“He wasn’t that bad, but yeah. I got nothing for next week. One of us 
needs a job that pays something.” 

“Don’t get sassy with me, girl. I worry about you. You never know who 
you’re working for,” Talbot said.  

“Maybe, but it beats the hell out of me riding the bike all over Ft. 
Lauderdale just to find a job every morning.” 

“At least get the guy’s name. ‘Deep Sea Dan’ tells me nothing.”  
 
Captain Dan called me early that Friday morning. 
“Olivia? This is Dan Johnson. You remember? From the Lulabel?” 
“Deep Sea Dan?” 
He chuckled. “That’s right.” 
“Yes, Captain. How can I help you?” 
“I wonder if you might be interested in going out on the boat today? My 

regular mate isn’t available.” 
“What would you need me to do?” 
“Helm and clean-up mostly. There’s nothing to it. I handle the fishing 

lines. A hundred dollars for the day. It’s just the owner going out today. He 
won’t stay too long. He just likes to take a ride, catch a nice dolphin for dinner. 
How soon can you get here?” 

 
The old man, Mr. Agnoli, was no trouble at all. He traveled with a fox 

terrier named Pookie. (I shit you not. Pookie!) I hardly spoke to him. Dan 
showed me how to drive the boat once we cleared the cut. Lulabel’s big twin 
diesels made her easy to handle. He went down and looked after the boss. He 
didn’t just bait the hooks, he even landed the fish. The boss just sat smoking 
a cigar and enjoying the breeze. Dude wore horn-rimmed coke-bottle glasses 
tinted a shade of green I’d only ever seen on old men. Little bits of dialogue 
drifted up to me in the tuna tower. It sounded like they were speaking Italian. 
When we got back to the dock, Dan showed me how he liked the fish fileted. 
Then I washed the boat down and went home. 
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We rocked along like that with Dan calling two or three days a week, and 
it was almost always the boss. Sometimes with and sometimes without his wife. 
The only thing that came up was when the missus, Lucile, the Lu in Lulabel, 
with daughters Laura and Isabella accounting for the La and the Bel, told Dan 
that I was to keep my blouse buttoned up at all times. Guess the old man had 
commented on my bikini top. It irked me, but I respected the old girl’s wishes. 
From then on, I wore khakis, boat shoes, and a buttoned white blouse. I’d only 
ever strip down to the bathing suit once everybody’d gone, so I could clean fish 
and wash down.  

Dan would go off to the bar with them and leave me to put the boat to 
bed. He came back one evening as I was finishing up and pulled the creeper 
routine on me, though. Grossed me right out. When I told Talbot about it, 
he acted like he was gonna go confront Captain Dan.  

“Man! I don’t trust that guy.” He stomped around on deck, grumbling. 
“He’s harmless. Probably can’t even get it up,” I said.  
“You don’t find many Italians named Johnson. I bet that’s not even his real 

name.” 
“Tal, what is your problem? It’s easy work, and I’m making the money for 

two weeks’ worth of groceries in a day. Who cares if the dude doesn’t use his 
real name?” 

 
It wasn’t long after that we took the Desideris out. Captain Dan called 

later than he usually did. I was already on the bike asking around at the small 
marinas on 17th Street. 

“Can you go fishing today? I got a last-minute charter. There’s some tip 
money in it.” 

Turns out it was a guy named Desideri and his son. The son’s name was 
Rick, and he might have been twenty. It was hard to tell. He could have been 
younger too. Dan gave the dad a funny look when they arrived, and the guy 
smiled and said something I didn’t quite catch, but it put Dan in a bad mood 
for the whole trip. Never took his eyes off those two. He sent me up the tuna 
tower immediately—even let me take her out through Port Everglades—like he 
didn’t trust our guests alone on deck. He came up to spell me for a few minutes 
about mid-morning and saw I was sweating.  

“The boss’s wife isn’t here. You can peel down to the swimsuit if you want. 
Might add to the tips.” 

The Desideris wanted to go shark fishing, and Dan had just poured out 
the bloody, smelly mess he mixed up to chum for sharks when a huge tiger 
shark struck. The kid fought for three solid hours. Nobody spelled him. Pissed 
me off when his dad shot the shark. Dan kept a shotgun propped up on the 
stern for emergencies, but this guy pulled his own handgun. It was Florida, 
after all, so I didn’t think much about the fact that he’d brought a handgun. 
I just figured they’d cut the shark loose. That’s what Dan had told me he 
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usually did with sharks. Instead, we dragged her, all twelve feet of her, in to the 
dock for pictures. Dan used my phone to take the pictures since his old-school 
camera used film, and the Desideris wanted pictures they could share right 
away.  

Desideri didn’t even want the meat. Just the jaws. Dan didn’t want the 
meat either, so Talbot came and butchered the carcass. We still have shark meat 
in our freezer. 

The Desideri boys were gone when Tal got there. He’d had to dinghy 
all the way around from Lake Sylvia where Gypsy was anchored. It was faster 
on the bike, but we needed a way to get all that meat home. It was still 
light out, but only for about an hour. Bottom line is he didn’t get a look at 
Tommy Desideri until I showed him the pictures we took with the shark that 
afternoon. He snatched the phone out of my hand. 

“What did you say this guy’s name was?” 
“Desideri.” 
“Tommy?” 
“Maybe. The Kid’s name is Rick.” 
“Do you know who Tommy Desideri is?” 
“No, should I?” 
“He’s a hit-man, Olivia. Big time.” 
“Seriously?” I thought about it a minute. “He did have a gun. And Dan 

sure gave him the hairy eyeball. Kind of acted like a jerk all day.” 
  “He was probably scared shitless. I guarantee you Dan knew who this 

guy was. I’d be willing to bet you Dan has connections working for Agnoli and 
all.” 

Tal had already dredged up an old article that showed Mr. Agnoli walking 
out of a New York courtroom when he was younger. Apparently, the old guy 
had retired from the life, but he still knew people.  

“Okay, but Desideri’s kid was with him. I’m sure he was just there to fish. 
Mr. Agnoli probably owed him a favor or something.” 

“A favor, yeah. Baby, I don’t want you working for these people anymore. 
They carry guns. What if Desideri’s visit wasn’t innocent? These guys don’t leave 
witnesses.” 

 
Once again I didn’t take Tal’s advice. Dan wanted me to come clean the 

boat. What could be the harm in that? I went down there.  
Dan was organizing his tackle, and like an idiot, I said, “Can you believe 

Talbot thought Mr. Desideri was a hit man?” 
“Did he? Wonder what gave him that idea?” Dan didn’t look up. 
“I don’t know. He’s from New Jersey, you know?” 
I finished my work. Then on the way up the dock to the ATM Dan says, 

“I’ve enjoyed having you work with me, Liv.” He gave me a weird little 
sideways nod.  
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I caught this expression on his face for just a second out of the corner of 
my eye. It was, I don’t know, regretful? I didn’t know what to say.  

Then as we passed by the stern of this big gin palace reversing into a slip, 
Dan shoved me, hard, into the water. A second later and I’d have been chewed 
up by those props. I dove right down into the mud and swam under the 
boats till I had to come up for air. I peeked up over the edge of the dock, and 
I could see Dan about three slips away looking for me in the water. He had a 
gun in his hand. He didn’t see me, so I ducked back down and swam to the 
fuel dock where there were always three or four dinghies tied up. I borrowed 
one and headed for Gypsy.  

 
“You said what?” Talbot shouted at me. He had both hands on my 

shoulders.  
“I told him what you said about Tommy Desideri.” I clenched my teeth 

to keep them from chattering. “I’m a blabbermouth.” I half expected Talbot 
to smack me—he looked so angry—but he let out a growl and hugged me 
instead. 

“So he tried to push you into a running prop?” 
“Yeah.” 
“And you saw him with a gun in his hand?” 
“Yeah.” 
He let me go and his voice got serious. “We have to move the boat. Now.” 
 
We were almost through the Cut when I heard Captain Dan on the radio. 
“Port Everglades Pilot, Port Everglades Pilot, This is Lulabel, Whiskey 

Yankee Papa sixteen twenty-nine.” 
“Oh my God, Tal! That’s him.” 
“I hear. Get the binoculars. See if you can see him. We need to disappear.” 
I couldn’t see Lulabel, but I knew Gypsy’d never outrun her if Dan saw us. I 

gave up looking and hopped back into the cockpit.  
“What are we going to do now?” I know I must have looked desperate. I 

was still shaking. 
“We’re going to outsmart him. Get the main up. We’ll hide among the 

other sailboats. It’ll be a good downwind run to the Keys.” 
That’s when I remembered Rick Desideri’s number was still in my phone. I 

had texted the shark pictures to him. Thank God for waterproof cases, I thought. 
 
We tucked Gypsy into a little hurricane hole Tal knew about. It was in the 

mangroves north of Key Largo—a deep canal had been dredged so sailboats 
could shelter in rough weather. At least that’s what Tal said he’d used it for. I 
figured he knew it from his drug-running days. Right now, that didn’t matter. 
We were hidden—just not very well—especially if you were up on the US 1 
Bridge.  
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   It was late afternoon when we heard big engines slow to an idle near 

the entrance of our canal. We figured Dan would be hunting Gypsy’s mast 
poking up above the mangroves, so we were in the dinghy hidden back among 
the mosquitoes in the swamp.  

I had the binoculars and saw Dan start down the ladder from the tower. 
That’s when his head exploded. I swung the bins up to look at the bridge, but I 
couldn’t see anybody. 

“Here we go.” Talbot took a deep breath and gunned the outboard. “Stay 
low.” 

As we had waited for Dan to find us, Tal had told me there was a good 
chance Desideri would try to take us out too, so I knew it wasn’t over yet. 

Tal tied the dinghy’s painter to the mid-ships cleat. He started Gypsy’s 
engine while I ran up on deck to make sure the anchor chain didn’t foul 
coming aboard as it so often did. We couldn’t afford to let anything slow us 
down. Tal steered us straight out to sea.  

 
Up on the bridge, Tommy Desideri clapped his son on the shoulder. 

“Good shooting, boy.” 
Rick watched Gypsy fade into the distance. “You should have let me take 

them too, Dad.” 
“They did us a solid setting old Stefano up for us like that. We can afford 

to give them a head start. It’s more sporting that way.”  
“That’s not what you taught me. I hope you’re right. That girl has pictures 

of us.” 
“We got the one we came for. Crazy Stefano Gabrielli. Not bad for your 

first contract hit. Old dude was legendary back in the day. He got to enjoy the 
sun for a while down here, but don’t get cocky, kid. You give out your phone 
number to a girl again and I’ll pop you myself.” 

“Come on, Dad. You have to admit she’s hot.” 
“Old Stefano got distracted on account of that girl, and we got lucky. It 

won’t always be this easy. I think he went soft.” 
“Oh? And aren’t you the one who killed the wrong shark when we were 

out on the boat? I think you went soft.” 
“He wasn’t supposed to have any crew on the boat.” 
“And if it hadn’t been a pretty girl would you have hesitated?”
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Seascapes
ASHLEY PROVENCHER

—

Acryl ic  on Handmade Wood Boards
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Navigating the Reach
MARY BUCHINGER

—

On remote Norton Island 
off the coast of Maine
less than a month 
after my father died
the moon has yet to practice 
this particular loss

I must have seen it quartered 
like this before, but this 
waning after blooming 
full summer solstice 
in the city—and I islanded
now, marooned beneath
the naked spurs of stars 
this is different

 º

When someone dies
he is not prodigal

but grief comes round
like the tide, swollen 
then ratty in retreat 

today in its wake, ropes—
braided and frayed
knotted to a hollow jug 
or snaking empty
 
ropes, useless, stranded  
on rocks—rocks, immovable 
truths, complicate everything 

I watch my step
having learned through slipping
the slickness of the black algae 
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on these creviced granite slopes 

 º

I’m told this is a reach
that I’m looking into     
and the island’s joined at low 
tide with another by 
a gut—mucky crossing 
for deer, sheep, mice

All day long, thrushes 
here, drop silver coins 
into little silver cups   

my father loved to whistle
ribboning the air, abide 
with me, bicycle-built-
for-two, you make me 
happy when skies are grey—

I watch a raccoon wash 
its paws between boulders   
ocean shimmering beyond
its hunched shoulders, emerald
forest at its back, the kitchen 
trash bags ransacked

 º

My Michigan girl-dream 
of tide pool, wildly off  
I could not know—

and now face to face 
with the real thing, the startling 
ruddy blue calico
the many, many mouths 
opening, pops of seaweed 
sea lice, barnacles—I sip Atlantic
air, sun-thick salt-damp



119

to sit like this and receive 
receive, never would I 
have dreamed this light- 
lending inflorescence
how much we can’t foresee

I watch two translucent
dime-sized crabs scuttle 
in a bottoming-out rivulet 
a shadow-filled shrimp pushes 
away with its army of legs

lone detached lobster claw 

At dinner someone asks  
was your father 
an extraordinary man?
Extraordinary? I don’t— 
don’t know. He was mine 
and I loved him

 º

The trail in this mossy rock-
and mud-floored forest
is marked by buoys   
impaled on broken limbs

half-buoys, trawler-bitten buoys 
glow orange and turquoise 
suspended debris, heart-height 
as displaced as a childhood memory 
of holding his hand, playing
with his ring, the smell of his pipe
the cherry tobacco, buoys 
strangely guide me here 
among trick traps of sadness 

still, sometimes the deer— 
unseen except for their paths
of crushed and pawed moss—   

tempt me to stray



120

to lay my cheek down 
on the easy uneasy green  

I say I have to get 
my bearings, as if it’s a matter 
of walking a perimeter
establishing direction
finding where the sun will sink

 º

When the path takes me 
to an open flushed-out cove 
an eagle swoops down
like a broadhanded sorrow
I shield myself
heart pounding 
surprised by its immensity
that it lives here too

At my feet, a smooth flat 
rock that fits exactly 
in my palm. This I think
the shape and heft of my grief

I launch the rock 
out into the reach    
it skips the surface
three times before 
dropping below. Gone!   
    
Hours later, when I return 
to the cove, a rock—mine?—
sits shining, ringed in seaweed    
wet, like something newly 
born , a rock on top 
of a rock, on top of a rock 

 º

In deepest woods, wreckage 
of mussels pried open, plucked     
the needley path pocked 
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with scat of alabaster shells 
purpled with urchin, what
couldn’t be digested

I inspect a lace of lichen 
and out flutters a matching 
dust-colored moth. I  too 
want oneness, or is that only
camouflage? Hermit crab 
scurrying from emptiness 
into emptiness?

Everywhere here, the blank 
awful, open eyes 
of paper wasp nests  
abandoned like silent 
scraps of poems

The island is held together 
by spiders, the invisible 
sticky portals they spin
their come-what-may
hapless fly, airy 
catkins, hemlock litter  
awkward caterpillar  
caught caught dangling here

On the eastern side, a storm 
blew through some years ago
uprooting trees that tilt 
now, grey knackered 
twists of branches leaning 
into the green-headed ones 
who hold them up
the living and the dead entangled 

 º

Now, fog, a burgeoning hush 
ushers in fishing boats
the island bows out
its stage swept of detail
Part of me remembers 
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everything is still there  
nothing really has changed

My eyes keep returning
to the knobby dead birch
solitary limbs wrapped
in soft fur fog  
It is its own private drama   
blunted grey shape against 
a blunted grey sky  

 º

I’m told the island is part 
of an archipelago, as everything 
is part of something. This island
one of three thousand 
on the polka-dot coast
of jagged crags

How does one learn 
to navigate the reach, 
its treacherous rocks?

Some here call them stones  
these things that could kill you
Others make them known   
naming each one—See that?  
Whale Rock. This one, Snakehead   
To these I add 
Leviathan and Thief

One giant rock   
leavings of a wave or glacier, perches 
triangular on a shelf, looks seaward   
Touchstone Rock—it brings good luck—
Just touch it!  So massive.

I could live inside, gaze toward
Portugal. It’s made of mirrors—
fractured quartz—I drape  
my body against the sun-saddled  
Rock, absorb its warm fortune 
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Dusk, high tide 
we climb into the boat 
circle the island—spy  
one stepped-rock outcrop   
strung with white birds on stilts
beside them a larder of harbor seals
shatters suddenly into frenzied water   
they disappear like a probed emotion,   
then surface, curious, observing 
with solemn, fatherly eyes 
 
 º

Every island must have its snake 
its bit of trouble, even here 
in this experiment of beauty— 

and when you think there could
be nothing wanting, someone 
tries to plant a garden   
amethyst iris, chives  
wild sweet pea twining 
beside imported cream roses

My father loved my mother’s
flowers, asked their names
forgetting each even 
as she spoke them. Sweet
William, Zinnia, Dusty Miller.
I recite them to remember

 º

This reach runs deep 
a slimline channel 
between two bays  
cut by a glacier  
that scraped out, inlets   
and peninsulas, necks, harbors   
a twine of tributaries 
and falls that reverse!  
rills and runnels that fill  
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filling, empty, and fill again

such abundance of coast
pillowed in granite, all 
crumpled in against itself

If one could tug each 
end of the state and straighten 
out that snaking rope 
of intricate seaboard where 
land rises and kneels like 
memory meeting its grave    
and where sea finds 
meaning in its own absence

how very long that shore 
would be—a kind of ever 
one can only attempt 
to reconstruct, to dream
back once more, into being
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Detail(s)
ALEXANDRIA HEATHER

—
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The Meadow
MARY BUCHINGER

—

Sunlight spirals out from a confusion 
of tag elder crowding the edges of this narrow 
expanse, a slow succession of species 
in the landscape—changes, changes—
is this renewal?

In the felt heat of midday, dragonflies 
swim light, splash in its waves
Sunk light begets, in the bed 
of me, exact frequencies of the meadow

The entire meadow—grasses dipped
in gold—spins like a rolled- 
open tunnel, my eyes sweep 
its sides, fanning photonic fire

Behind me a small vernal pool 
recedes in August death, a nerve 
of babyskin tadpoles floats 
tardily in the thick brew  
suspended in half-wonder   

Insects, innumerable, opulent
 
Parting joe-pye weed  
I wade through, switchgrass 
hoping against arrival, sun lacquers 
my shoulders and freckling hands   
heat festers down to decay
and my spidery self opens 

 º

In the black pool, a soggy branch springs 
when its sunning turtle clambers off—
spectacle of plated light!—new 
mud beneath its hooked green 
legs bubbles, bubbles, I 
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imagine against my skin—
skin, its thunderbolts of enzymes 
separating physical selves, frogs, 
turtles, me, what is felt   

Do they too smell this dry 
juniper I crush between fingers,  
its thin, gymnastic branches 
releasing the gin of the waxy blue   
I sip its air to intuit 
what is essence and what I 
can do without, so chorded 
so exacting my neediness 
and hunger, nuclei buzzing all over

 º

I’m telling you the meadow is a metaphor 
for dying, whereas for the light 
the dragonfly itself is keeper

 º

The meadow opens its mouth of green
and I am drawn to its activity

My soul of contention calms 
in this beauty and buzz

And yet, coursing, coursing between 
seeing and knowing, between sought and held
a rill of uneasy infinitude
 
The meadow explains this truth
I rest on the stone bench to listen

 º

Mudhole at my back jumps to life 
with a quantity of dying, troubled air 
I invite inside, inhaling

Here, with a white surrender, light 



128

is sentient, this light in the skin of the meadow
complicated by a thousand daily things

Each blade, singing

In these vibrations between meadow 
and light, I plumb balance
 
 º 

Phosphorescence, abundance, senescence

A slit in my universe and suddenness 
sweeps in, dusk, and my surprise 
is new again—another end  

 º 

I aim for union with meadow 
and light, with its opening and closing, its lesson 
will be absolute and consequential

Succession means pioneers 
make way for what’s to come

The alders and aspen will win this meadow
ready it for the oaks and beeches 
to follow. Stones will assemble with solemn 
intent. The unbearable fervor of June
will have been the cost of August 

Dragonfly, dragonfly, dragonfly 
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Birth at the Ruins
MARY BUCHINGER

—

We’re walking on a path through Ingapirca—
Cañari ruins crowned by Inca remnants—when we notice
below, on a sweeping green plain, a llama giving birth. 
 
The birth, like most, was improbable and awkward—
a wet messy success producing a knobby-kneed cria 
pumping down hard on the earth to find its legs.

My brothers, visiting from the States, are new 
to this part of the world where I lived and worked. 
I brought them here to see the colossal stone blocks 

cut to join so closely a single piece paper couldn’t slip 
between—precise elliptical walls positioned just so 
to catch the solstice. Our guide explains all this 

as clouds suddenly swallow the sun and we pull 
our scarves tighter. This caprice of the gods, he says,
drew ancient peoples to this place close to the heavens 

—the better to study and appease. We stop 
to eat sandwiches and one brother observes, 
We’re all over thirty now, right. But no, not me. 

Not yet. Their baby sister, I look away, towards 
the mewing cria. Will I have to watch everyone die?
The Cañari and Inca had their ways of keeping track. 

A stone tablet sits at the entrance of this poorly-kept ruin, 
twenty-eight indentations of various depths in its surface
that fill with rainwater, something about the reflection 

of the constellations to keep time—no one really knows. 
We climb into the back of a pickup truck and twirl down 
the mountain; our driver, in a hurry to get home, spins out 

at every hairpin turn. I stand with my brothers whom I love, 
arms stretched grabbing hold of the stone-pocked roof, 
I look straight ahead, face into the wind.
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Steelworks I, II, IV, & V
MICHAEL HOWER

—

Photography
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Finding Gold on the Emerald Isle 
BENJAMIN CHRISTENSEN

Nonfiction
—

 “So,” Andy says, lowering his pint of Heineken. “Where ya from then?” 
The Brazen Head is loud. It’s not American-college-bar-loud, where 

drunken sorority chicks whoo after having a shot of tequila, but loud with the 
murmur of conversation. Glasses clang and people laugh. The bar is rustic and 
the walls are plastered with pictures and framed articles. The area we’re sitting 
in is small and filled with people, though it doesn’t feel the least bit cramped. 
It’s the oldest pub in Dublin, and we found it by simply wandering around. 

“The States,” I say. And then to add a notable area, “Just outside of 
Boston.” 

If we’re going for precision, I’m from Connecticut. I never say it with 
any conviction. Truth be told, if I’m in a city where no one knows my name, 
sometimes I’m from New York, Wisconsin, or maybe even Denver. Restlessness 
is something I’ve learned to deal with. While I know I’m far from alone in 
my desire to be someplace other than where I currently am, I don’t know how 
common it is to not really feel like you’re from anywhere. 

“Ah,” Andy says. “Cheers then!” 

Depending on what living relative you ask and what census record you 
attempt to interpret, I am either third or fourth generation Irish. Regardless of 
the specifics, part of me hails from Ireland, and I’ve wanted to travel there since 
I was just a kid. However, nine years ago when I was supposed to board a plane 
for Dublin, I crashed my car head-on, forfeiting the money I had saved for my 
self-awarded high-school graduation present in favor of a down payment on a 
new ride. For the foreseeable future, Ireland took a backseat. 

Nearly a decade was far into the foreseeable future. Too long. But it 
wasn’t spent being complacent in New England. Florida occurred on several 
occasions. Peru and a hike into the Andes to touch Machu Picchu’s sacred 
stones happened. I’ve traveled to Colorado twice, been kissed by a wolf, but 
never made it to Dublin. 

With a little shame (and a lot of reservation) I’m willing to admit that 
fear was the reason it took me so long to get here. I was afraid that if I went, I 
would never come back.  

It’s a laughable reason to many, met with an eye roll and an, “Okay, but in 
reality, with bills and everything?” However, it could happen with little more 
than a thought. I get this look in my eye, or so my girlfriend, Eryka, says.  

In regards to Ireland, the more I thought about it, the more I wondered if 
walking through a cemetery and seeing my mother’s maiden name, or hiking 
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along trails in the same place my great-great-great grandfather and his family 
lived, would make me feel at home enough to stay. 

Situated on a street corner, about a block away from the River Lee in Cork 
City, is The Oliver Plunkett. Or, as its second floor is known as, The Frisky 
Irish Whiskey Bar. It’s a place where everyone sings when the Irish rugby team 
takes the field or cheers and applauds when Wales scores against Italy. 

We find this place not by an internet search or travel suggestion, but by 
again randomly wandering into a bar (albeit a different bar) where we meet a 
group of people on holiday from England. 

After a few pints and laughing about my poor ability to translate Gaelic, it 
is like we’ve known each other our entire lives. We take a few pictures together 
for either Facebook or a physical photo album, even though we had never seen 
them before and would in all likelihood never see them again. As we start to 
leave, they begin to rave about the Oliver Plunkett, its second-floor bar, and its 
smoke room. 

“So, we’ll see you there, right?” one of the gents asks. 
“Sounds good,” I say and we’re on the street following signs to the center 

of the city. 
The bar is as cool as they described it. The downstairs dining area is 

packed and the hostess can’t get us a table, but seeing as neither of us is hungry 
we shrug, say thanks, and head upstairs.  

When you think Irish pub, you’re imagining the Frisky Irish Whiskey Bar. 
We grab two seats in front of the taps (thank the saints for draft 

Heineken at every bar) and order two drinks. Behind us, people cheer at a 
large projection screen. Italy scored against Wales in the Rugby Six Nations 
tournament. A woman dressed as a leprechaun starts chanting and people 
laugh with their glasses raised. No one, not the young women behind the 
bar, the guys sitting on adjacent stools staring at their phones, nor the people 
cheering and yelling at the screen, ask us where we’re from. In that bar, we are 
Irish and nothing else. 

The game ends and we have a half-hour until the next one starts. The pub 
is getting busy because the game coming up is Ireland versus Scotland. I look 
at Eryka and say, “We have to stay.” 

I’m not a sports guy. I can’t remember the last Super Bowl I’ve watched in 
its entirety, but you bet your ass I caught that entire match. 

My grandfather on my mother’s side died in an accident long before I 
was born. I’ve only seen his face in pictures. As far as I know, there are only a 
few of those still around. A few days before we left I opened a card while sitting 
at my mother’s kitchen table and inside was one of those pictures. 

She stopped cooking for a second and told me, “Your grandfather and 
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your uncle were always playing jokes and doing ridiculous things. They called 
a taxi one time, loaded the trunk full of shopping bags and when the guy asked 
where to, they pointed across the street, a few buildings down.” 

I laughed as she continued, “So here’s what I want you to do: I want you 
to leave this picture somewhere in Ireland.” 

It took me a second before I looked at her and asked, “What?” 
“I want you to leave this picture somewhere in Ireland. It doesn’t matter if 

it’s on the wall of some bar or in the Jameson distillery or wherever you think is 
right, but, because you’re the first of the boys to make it back home, I want you 
to pick a spot and leave this picture there.” 

I held the corner of the picture between my thumb and forefinger and 
thought, There’s that word again. 

“Do you know where you’re going to leave it?” Eryka asks. 
I flick the photograph between my fingers and tuck it back inside my 

notebook. 
“Nope.” 
I had thought of Sheep’s Head Peninsula. We had earmarked it as a place 

to stop and do some hiking between Cork and Killarney, but we never made it. 
The weather was being too cooperative and I couldn’t see the point in spending 
a few extra hours in the car when I was sure there were other places closer to 
where we were.  

One of those places? Killarney National Forest. 
After parking, we walk around the Muckross House estate. Its manor 

that, along with the surrounding gardens, looks like something out of Alice 
in Wonderland. Lush plants and bushes line gravel walking paths and trees 
whose massive trunks are hugged tightly with green vines. Breaking away 
from the gardens, we follow signs for Torc Waterfall. Sealed in a plastic bag, 
the picture of my grandfather is tucked inside my pocket. 

We don’t spend a lot of time at the falls; a group of people have stopped 
and are taking pictures. After a minute or two we press on, up three or four-
dozen slabs of stone embedded as stairs in the hillside. Around a bend there’s 
an overlook, allowing an unobstructed view of Muckross Lake and Lough 
Leane. There’s no rain. Not even a cloud overhead. Just blue sky and sun. 
Eryka looks at me and I know she knows. After waiting for several people to 
pass, I trek off the trail for a couple dozen yards and find a spot to bury the 
photograph of my grandfather. I pat the ground and smile, pausing to take in 
the woods around me. 

Eryka smiles when I get back to the trail, and we stay at the overlook for 
a few minutes more before continuing. We come to a bridge where a several 
mid-twenties are sitting with their dog. They ask me to take a picture and make 
sure to get the dog in there as well. He’s family too of course. I smile, thinking 
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of my own animals waiting for me to come back. 
Our next hike is in Liscannor, County Clare along a cliff side that anyone 

would recognize as the iconic picture of Ireland. Walking along that edge, 
the ocean air feels different than it does stateside. I don’t know if it’s the Cliffs 
of Moher themselves that give it the cooler, crisper feeling but whatever it 
is, I’m relishing it.  

I stare out at the expanse of the Atlantic and think of how far we traveled 
in the matter of a short flight. Five or so hours, and we’re in a different world. 
I think of all the differences, both apparent and subtle. The countryside behind 
me is so much like the farmlands in Connecticut and yet it is so drastically 
different it’s almost indescribable. It took me almost a decade, but I am where I 
wanted to be. The trouble is, I still don’t feel at home. 

I know that when I go back to the States and people ask me if I’d move 
to Ireland I will say yes because the truth is that I would. It is a gorgeous place 
with friendly people and a rich history. But, in the same respect, so is New 
England. As I’m sure Norway is as well. And Alaska. And New Zealand. The 
only way to be sure is to go to each of these places and find out. To walk the 
gravel paths and drive the roads laid out before us. Who knows, maybe when I 
get there and someone asks where I’m from, I’ll tell them Dublin.
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